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FOREWORD 


Thank you for supporting Turnabout Prosecution, an AA 
Prosecutor zine! With thirty contributors and over one hundred 
pages, this zine is chock-full of AA Prosecutor content! 


We thank our supporters and wonderful contributors for 
making this project a reality, with months in the making we are 
all immensely excited to be able to finally bring this project to 
light. 


Thank you for your support, without our wonderful talented 
contributors this project would have never been possible. 


Enjoy, 


Turnabout Prosecution Mod Team 
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Simon Blackquill’s hand towel. 
- Eve, General Mod 
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Updating the autopsy report since 2016. 
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Stream Guilty Love and Child of Magic! 
- Ronnie, Art Mod 


CG 
In my 2021 phoenix era. 
- Mel, Writing Mod 


CG 
My hedgehogs are better than you. 
- Sav, Formatting and Graphics Mod 


PLACEMATS 


COSLYN 


Franziska is early. Fifteen minutes early, to be exact. Her coat 
is buttoned up all the way, hair manicured to perfection and scarf 
neatly wrapped around her neck. The cold winter air brushes 
against the shaved sides of her head. It tickles with frost and it’s 
all she can do to keep her posture straight, arms crossed and 
gaze angled downwards. 


Miles is not late, unfortunately, but he is on time. It’s exactly 
the same to her. Franziska hasn’t needed a watch since she was a 
small child. Her personality and upbringing have lent 
themselves easily to a perfect mental clock running in the back 
of her head. 


"Little brother," she says as he approaches. She narrows her 
eyes at the empty canvas bag in his hands. Miles’ lips quirk. Not 
enough to call it a smile, but that has never stopped her before. 


She wonders about it, sometimes, her role in his life. What 
does she bring to him now that he’s found another family to call 
his own? It’s one that isn’t defined by unrealistic parameters, 
dual legacies and the inescapable burden of guilt. Were she 
younger, it would have made her angry, leather crackling under 
her grip to underscore her fury. These days, she just tends to get 
a little sad that it’s taken them all so long. 


“Shall we?” 


Franziska makes a noise of assent and they set off. It’s not a 
far walk, and definitely not far enough to warrant any 
conversation, obligatory or otherwise. 


The sliding doors open and the tinny chime of a recording 
welcoming them inside sounds as the wind rushes out. Franziska 
catches the eye of the clerk out front, sleepy-eyed and swaying 
on her feet. The apron she wears is crisp and her shirt is neatly 
buttoned up to the top. Not pressed or ironed, but still clean and 
presentable. The size is ever so slightly off. Not many people get 


things tailored or custom-made, especially not their work 
uniforms. 


She looks over at Miles who is already deep in an aisle, 
contemplating his options. The sign overhead reads a small 
variety of snacks, all wrapped up in crinkly packaging with 
bright colours and a smattering of fonts and exclamation points. 
None of it means anything to her, but Miles is staring at them all 
seriously with the same gravitas he would give a case file. 


In another life, he might have worked in a place like this 
during the summer. 


“You always get the same thing,” she says snidely. “I don’t 
understand why this is a process every single time.” 


Her heeled boots come to a stop by him and the convenience 
store returns to a humming silence. 


Miles shrugs and bends down, perched in a squat as he 
reaches out and thumbs through the row of chips. Shrimp, 
umashio, wasabi...no flavours that either of them personally like. 
Miles doesn’t like the oily kinds of snacks and the textures never 
sit well with him either. Still, he grabs a few of them and places 
them in his basket. They walk over to the confectionary section, 
pausing slightly at the refrigerated area to peruse the onigiri 
options. 


“The kind you like are all gone,” she says, looking at the 
labels. It’s after lunch so it’s not a surprise to either of them. 
Still, there’s an edge of disappointment in his lips and Franziska 
wonders what she can say to alleviate it. 


He gives her a look like he knows what she’s thinking and she 
scowls. 


They continue onwards. It’s a practised route—it always is 
with him. He’s never told her very many stories outright, but it’s 


easy to guess from his familiarity with and knowledge of the 
area. Relative to the courthouse and the convenience store, his 
childhood home should be...Well, court cases can take a long 
time. It wouldn’t be so odd for a father to take his son and ask 
him which sweets he would like as a reward for being so well- 
behaved in the gallery. 


Her own father would do that on occasion. Offer her the carrot 
instead of the stick, so to speak. He’d give out small parcels of 
praise or would comment on her improvement, maybe even 
order chefs to prepare something fluffy and sweet. She clutched 
onto everything so fiercely, refusing to part with it and lording it 
over Miles to extend its lifespan and relevancy. 


He’s been dead for a long time now. She would never do 
something like what Miles does every year. Not for her father. 
But she still has her pride and her duty and sends people out to 
make sure the gravesite is kept well enough. 


“The blueberry ones are out,” Miles murmurs absently, 
frowning at the gap between the regular and strawberry flavours. 


Franziska pulls herself from her thoughts and scoffs, “If you 
had come earlier, we might have been able to fight for it.” 


“Fight for...’’ Miles repeats before shaking his head. 
“Everything is so much more dramatic in your imagination.” 


Franziska shrugs and places two packages of swiss rolls into 
the basket. 


They check out with little fanfare, filling up Miles’ bag and 
heading back out into the chilly air. Her breath fogs out and 
Franziska peers up at the sun. It’s much later than she would 
have liked, especially at this time of the year. They only have a 
handful of hours left before sunset, and perhaps it’s a sign of her 
age that she feels irritated at the thought of being caught out 


after dusk. How she managed to willingly work all night in her 
youth, stomping around cities like a bloodhound, she doesn’t 
know. 


Nowadays, Franziska likes to make sure her work habits 
never cross into the unhealthy borders and expectations that had 
once been her bare minimum. Even Miles goes home at five 
o’clock sharp. Called back by the promise of homemade dinner 
and a discussion of their day around a small family table. She 
has her cozy couch waiting for her and an episode guide for the 
Steel Samurai franchise to work her way through. 


“Hand me my swiss roll, Miles Edgeworth,” she says, hand 
extended. 


He looks at her for a long moment, eyes heavyset with 
something that hadn’t been there in the store, and Franziska 
lowers her arm, meeting his gaze evenly. 


“Come with me,” he says. And it’s an offer, of course. A 
familiar one that rings across the twenty, nearly thirty years 
they’ve known each other. It ranges from clipped words thrown 
out as soon as they make it to the crime scene to late-night calls 
across the ocean, spelling out a position and place all her own 
among the roots Miles has set into the ground. 


It’s neither of those this time. It’s only because she knew him 
as a child that she can find the differences in the angles of his 
eyes, the line of his eyelids and the line of his lips. 


He needs her. 
She rolls her eyes. 


“You are lucky I have the time,” Franziska sighs and follows 
after him, grabbing the bag from his hands to allow him to place 
his gloveless hands into his pockets. 


Miles laughs, short and fleeting, but full of gratitude. “How 
lucky indeed,” he says, conspiratorial in a way she’s not 
interested in playing with, and she marches ahead, making him 
stare at her back framed by the city streets below a cloudless 
sky. 


In the end, Miles chooses the destination. It’s his day, after all. 


Gourd Lake is emptying slowly of tourists by the time they 
arrive at the entrance. The trees are bare and brittle, shivering in 
the cold air. She wonders what they might look like in the 
spring, full of pink blossoms and petals scattered in the air. 


Flowers might be nice, she thinks quietly, as Miles leads them 
towards the picnic area. For his office and for his father. 


They stop at a bench and Franziska lends him a handkerchief 
to dust the bench before sitting down. Miles takes the bag from 
her and hands her a swiss roll, package crinkling in his fingers 
and she frowns. 


“Tf it’s squished, I'll be tossing you into the lake.” 


“Please don’t,” Miles says, settling back with a distinctly old 
sigh. He looks relieved to be off his feet, grey eyes lighter than 
they had been a while ago. The walk seems to have done him 
some good and Franziska is glad to see the shadows recede. 


It’s been a long time. She was a prosecutor in Germany at the 
time, in the middle of a case. She was blind to everything else 
until the news of what happened in Los Angeles reached her. 
Perhaps it was deliberate, Franziska doesn’t know. She’s still 
picking at the traces of her father’s influences and actions even 
now at thirty years old instead of thirteen. 


She opens the swiss roll and turns it over, inspecting the shape 
and testing the fluffiness before nodding in satisfaction. 


“I’m surprised you feel comfortable visiting here,” Franziska 
tests after she finishes eating. Miles looks her way and with an 
even more careful touch, she continues, “Though I suppose 
you've been busy since then.” 


“Tt’s been a long time,” Miles echoes unintentionally, picking 
at his own swiss roll like a bird, pinching bits of the cake and 
bringing it up to his mouth. “We come here in the summer, 
sometimes. Trucy likes being out on the lake and making the 
boat rock to tease her father.” 


Franziska looks out towards the lake, imagining it. Her niece 
stands upright with ease while Phoenix Wright clings to the 
edges, knuckles white and face pale. And Miles, her brother, 
standing by the shore, laughing to himself. She snorts. 


“You’ve been doing well for yourself.” 
“T like to think so.” 


“And that’s why you will always be a fool, Miles Edgeworth,” 
she tuts. “I’m the only person who will ever tell you to have 
more confidence. It’s not a crime to be certain about your 
happiness.” 


Miles is quiet for a time before he lets out a soft breath. 


“You're right,” he says, fond and peaceful. “I sup—l...I am 
happy” 


And that’s the thing—this is good. It’s extremely good. She’s 
so happy for him. So very and truly happy that the little boy she 
grew up with red-rimmed eyes and a dark look is sitting next to 
her reminiscing on his family’s antics and smiling faintly at the 
still waters of Gourd Lake. This time of the year 1s never going 
to be easy for either of them for similar, but ultimately different 
reasons, but it’s good that he can eat well, his stomach warm 
with something other than roiling guilt and decay. 


She’s made her peace—is making her peace. He deserves that 
too. 


“You should visit more often,” Miles says, after a while. “It’ll 
be pretty once spring comes.” 


Franziska looks over for the first time. “Is that an invitation?” 
He meets her gaze. “If you want it to be.” 


He doesn’t mention that she always does this and she doesn’t 
mention that she’ll always be there regardless. There are no 
questions about her or her well-being, if she’s happy or not, 
doing well or not. That’s not what she needs from him. It’s better 
for her to be handled with assumptions and plausible deniability. 
Some habits are hard to get rid of, and scurrying around specific 
declarations is one of them. They spent many hours studying in 
that library, aiming to be the best between them while also 
offering help because neither of them wanted a disappointing 
opponent in court. They said a lot of things, back then. They say 
a lot of things now and it’s always to keep each other talking for 
longer. 


If you want it to be. That’s it: the consideration of what she 
wants and the assurance she can decide what she wants the offer 
to be. Her place is there because she wants it to be there. She can 
always storm her way across the ocean in the middle of the night 
and...be with him. 


She shakes her head, hiding her smile. It really 1s much more 
dramatic in her imagination. Her only comfort is that she's not 
the person in this family who actually did charter a private jet 
that one time. 


“T’ll think about it, Miles Edgeworth,” she says in the end, 
leaning back and letting her posture loosen up for just a moment. 
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The wind blows, still cold, but less biting. They end up 
staying there for a few hours more and she gripes about the time, 
but he invites her back to his home and his husband makes 
dinner for all of them. It’s not so bad, all of a sudden. Trucy 
jumps into her arms asking about presents from Europe and 
leads her inside as soon as Franziska takes her shoes off at the 
genkan. Her coat hangs on the rack next to Miles’, another 
handkerchief squirreled away in his pockets, forgotten just like 
last year. 


He drives her to her hotel and then to the airport first thing in 
the morning. She makes him stop by a flower shop on the way. 


“Tt’ll look nice,” she says, getting distracted by the displays. 
He lets her roam, holding the bouquet she helped make close to 
his chest. She pays for it at the counter, practically shoving him 
out of the way and writes up another order to be delivered to his 
office after the holidays are over. 


He doesn’t say thank-you. She doesn’t want it. 


“Have a safe trip,” Miles says instead. She unloads her bags 
from his car and checks to make sure she has everything before 
giving him a critical look. He looks away, not quite able to hide 
the anxious look in his eyes. It’s a given knowing what day it is. 


In a sense, their willingness to wade through the vagueness 
and intricate rituals of affection is a grander show of love than 
any hug could ever be. Whatever it is, they’re both in a place 
where such ceremony is mostly superfluous, but it’s also more 
than half of the vernacular they built up together. 


“Stay out of trouble, little brother,” Franziska says before 
pulling him into a hug anyway. Some things will be a part of 
them forever, but they can have new things too. New words, 


new gestures, new ways of doing things between and for them 
both. Miles melts a little in her arms and she feels lighter 
knowing he’ll be okay after she leaves. There are people for him 
here just as there are people for her in Europe. 


They’ll meet again. In the meantime, she’ll have to hold him 
to the promise of spring. 


Le 
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WHAT THINGS WE'RE 
MADE, OF 


GRIFFONAGE 


Franziska arrives without warning or even so much as a hello: 
Miles is in his office, doing some much-needed catching up on 
the massive amounts of paperwork which had accumulated both 
during his absence and during the chaos of the past few days, 
when his door handle turns and Franziska walks in, sits on his 
couch, and pulls out her phone, ignoring his startled glance. 


"Franziska," says Miles, once he has recovered sufficiently 
from his surprise. "You did not tell me you were in the US." 


She sniffs. "I am not required to inform you of my travel 
plans." 


"No, of course not. Advance notification of one's plans to 
visit, however, are generally customary." 


Franziska ignores this, thumbs flying over her phone 
keyboard. Miles glances at the form he had been filling out 
before her arrival, and then back at her. "I was about to brew a 
pot of tea, if you would care for some." 


"That would be acceptable." Franziska settles back on the 
couch as Miles busies himself with preparing the tea. 


For a few minutes the only sounds are those of his own 
making—the dry rustle of the tea itself as he spoons it into the 
metal strainer, the water bubbling, and the clinking of fine bone 
china. Franziska's voice disrupts the silence just as Miles is 
picking up the tray. "A lengthy process." 


"Mm." Miles sets the tray down in front of her, retreating with 
his own cup to his desk chair. "May I ask your reason for being 
here?" 


Franziska picks up her cup, sniffing at it and taking a small sip 
before she replies. "You may not. My work with INTERPOL is 
confidential." 


1? 


"T did not mean your reason for being in Los Angeles." 


Franziska glares at him. "I meant," Miles continues, "your 
reason for being here." 


"Explain." 
"In my office." 


"Ah." Franziska sets her saucer down on the coffee table, nods 
as if in answer to a question, and stands. "I have none. 
Therefore, I will go." 


Miles sighs. His temples, which had been troubling him even 
before Franziska's arrival, are now beginning to throb in earnest. 
"Franziska." 


"What?" she barks. She has not, Miles notes, moved towards 
the door, despite her stated intent. "Well? Do you have 
something of value to say?" 


Miles pinches the bridge of his nose, using his other hand to 
gesture towards the couch. "Please. You are more than welcome 
to stay. I only meant to ask— You may disregard my previous 
question." 


Franziska scowls. For a moment Miles is taken aback by what 
he assumes are dark circles beneath her eyes, though a moment 
later he realizes that it is only that her eyeliner has been slightly 
smudged. Somehow this is more indicative of fatigue than dark 
circles would have been. "Very well. If that is what you wish, I 
will stay." 


"Tt is." 
"I trust such foolish ramblings will not occur again." 


"They will not." Miles settles back into his desk chair, though 
he does not bother with the paperwork other than to set it aside. 


There is always paperwork, and he can always complete it at a 
later date. 


When he looks up, Franziska is examining the framed jacket 
above the couch. “This is in poor taste.” 


“The color scheme is complementary to the interior design of 
my office, and the craftsmanship is exquisite. I fail to see how it 
could give such an impression.” 


Franziska stares at him blankly. “Miles Edgeworth.” 
YES hy. 


“In a foolish moment of uncertainty, you renounced your 
work as a prosecutor. Did you not?” 


That is an exceptionally kind way of summarizing the events 
of only a few years ago, though Miles will not mention as such. 
**...1 denounced any work accomplished through the methods I 
once utilized, yes.” 


“That is a technicality. The fact remains that you would prefer 
not to be associated with the man who wore that jacket.” 


“That is correct. However—“‘ 


““"However' nothing,” Franziska snaps. “To follow up a 
statement with the word ‘however’ is to admit to losing the 
argument your initial statement is making.” 


“Not every statement is making an argument.” 


Franziska snorts, turning around and settling back in her 
former seat with utmost dignity. “That, Miles Edgeworth, is 
patently false. Really, you should know better.” 


“Hmph.” Miles frowns. “Perhaps you are right.” 


“There is no ‘perhaps’ about it. I am.” 
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“In any case. I was about to say that I do not have that jacket 
on my wall as evidence of what I have accomplished. Far from 
it.” 


Franziska waves the hand not currently occupied with lifting 
her teacup to her pursed lips. “Very well. What is it, then?” 


“A reminder.” Miles very purposefully does not look at her as 
he says this. “Of the man I once was. Of how I can never make 
up for the things I did while I was that man, and of how I must 


try.” 


The silence which follows is not necessarily an awkward one, 
but it is certainly not comfortable either. Miles sips his tea, not 
for thirst or out of habit, but for lack of anything else to occupy 
himself with. 


He is struggling for justification to break the silence when she 
speaks again. "Where is the fourth teacup in this set?" 


"It was broken. I am looking into finding a replacement." 


"I did not take you for being clumsy or careless with your 
possessions." 


"I was not the one who broke it," Miles replies icily. "That 
honor goes to an intruder in my office. He also tracked mud in." 


"Disgusting." Franziska leans back against the couch, teacup 
in hand. "I assume he was punished appropriately?" 


Given that Franziska's idea of appropriate punishment likely 
involves a whip, Miles shakes his head. "His intentions were 
ultimately revealed as noble. I saw no reason to remonstrate 
with him further than I had while in the process of discovering 
his intrusion." 


"Noble intentions or not, property damage is a crime." 


"Not one I was concerned with, considering the 
circumstances." 


"Which were?" 
Miles smirks. "He was holding a gun to my back." 


"Hmph." Franziska sets her cup down and lifts the lid from 
the pot of sugar, spooning some delicately not, as Miles had 
expected, into her tea, but rather onto the smooth, polished wood 
of his coffee table, forming a small pile. 


This she stares at, not acknowledging his inquisitive look. 
When she speaks again every word is clipped, as each syllable 
comes at great cost. "You do not regret—no. You do not miss the 
days. When you had a full set of teacups." 


Miles leans back in his chair. "... You are asking about—" 
"Precisely what I said," Franziska snaps. 
"And that was what, exactly?" 


"My words were clear. If you require me to repeat them, I 
will, on the caveat that you have your hearing examined at some 
point in the near future." 


"T will make an appointment. Thank you for your concern." 


Franziska glares at him. It is, Miles thinks, is a game at which 
two can play, and one which they have played many times in the 
past. Engaging in it at this point is almost nostalgic. 


Nostalgia, however, is not always a comforting or desireable 
sensation. There is a feeling of reversion which sometimes 
descends upon their interactions. As if, no matter the time passed 
or the amount of personal upheaval, when they meet they 
inevitably return to the same fixed, opposing points. 
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It is not a comfortable thought. Miles blinks first. "Yes." 
Franziska's eyes narrow. "So. You do miss it." 
"Occasionally." 

"How so." 


In Franziska's flat, clipped tone, the words are a command, 
rather than a question. Miles folds his arms across his chest, 
gathering his thoughts. "I will not deny that there was a 
certain...appeal. In thinking my set was unassailably complete." 


Franziska loses some of her suspicion, though her posture 
does not relax. Neither does her grip on the handle of her whip. 
"Continue." 


Miles sighs. "There were doubts, of course. I had—there 
were—really, Franziska, is this ruse necessary?" 


"T have no idea what you are referring to," she snaps, and 
withdraws the whip a good few inches in her agitation. Not, 
Miles notes, as though she means to threaten him with 1t— 
instead she runs the length of it between her fingers, over and 
over in a slow pattern. 


Perhaps the ruse is necessary, if only for their continued good 
relations—and for both of their nerves. "Fine. I had doubts as to 
the integrity of my...set. There were, I suppose, some chips in 
the china. Some cracks. However, I ignored them. It was easier 
to act as if the teacups were impervious to all possibility of 
breakage." 


"You must think," Franziska says abruptly. "Occasionally. 
That you would be better off not having broken the teacup." 


"No " 


This time it is Franziska who blinks first. "No." 


"No." Miles closes his eyes. "I knew that some of my actions 
were wrong. I simply chose to ignore the fact that I knew this, 
and to ignore any evidence that was contrary to my conception 
of what 'right' and 'wrong' meant. That did not mean I did not 
understand what was truly wrong at the time." 


"Suppose you did not feel that way." 


Miles absorbs this. "I imagine that I would still have adjusted 
my opinions." 


"T see." 


"I imagine it would have also taken more time, and more 
contemplation for me to do so. That is to say: it would have been 
substantially more difficult." 


Franziska draws a finger through the pile of sugar, dividing it 
in half. "Do not insult me, Miles Edgeworth." 


"T did not intend to insult you. " 


Franziska sweeps the pile of sugar neatly into a napkin with 
one hand, placing it into her now empty teacup and shaking her 
head, as if to clear it of a thought. "Fine. In any case, we should 
speak frankly, or not at all. Wir sind ja nicht aus Zucker." 


"No." Miles drums his fingers on the top of his desk. "We are 
not." 


"Nor of salt." Franziska looks towards the windows, though 
her eyes seem focused on something much further away than the 
skyline. "We can look back whenever we wish. Though I hardly 
see any benefit to dwelling on the past." 


That, Miles cannot agree with, though the argument stating 
this would no doubt start is not worth engaging in. He clears his 
throat. "May I ask how long you will be in Los Angeles?" 
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"Three days." 
"And you are staying, I presume, at the Gatewater?" 


"Yes." Franziska looks down, straightening one cuff. "I will, 
of course, be quite busy." 


"I presumed as such. Will you be available during the 
evening?" 


"That is doubtful." 


"There is an establishment close to the Gatewater known for 
both the quality of their food and the privacy of their dining 
room seating arrangement. If you are available, I would like to 
take you there." 


"T will let you know if I am. However, I most likely will not 
be. 


"I see." Miles settles back in his chair. "Regardless, I 
appreciate your visit. I know you must have many more pressing 
matters at hand." 


To this Franziska does not respond. A bird, doubtless one of 
the many irritatingly loud specimens which tend to flock to the 
tree a few feet down from Miles' window, lands on the ledge 
outside, pecking at the concrete. 


For her tenth birthday, Franziska had been given a brooch. A 
family heirloom: hammered gold in the shape of an hawk with 
tiny jet eyes that glittered when she pinned it to her blouse. She 
had seemed to expect Miles to be envious, at the time. After all, 
who would not want to be in her place? Who would not wish 
their family name to be whispered with fear, respect, awe? Who 
would not want to be the scion of Manfred von Karma? 


The irony is, of course, that despite such a title being a burden 
rather than the gift it had once been thought to be, there is no 


one better suited for it. Competent, exacting, and able to follow 
the trail indiscriminately where it may lead; not rejecting her 
namesake but rather focused on surpassing it in ways which the 
man she had been raised to revere never had the ability or the 
depth of character to recognize. Hers is a legacy under which 
others would break, or worse, harden entirely to iron, and yet 
Franziska bears it without ever letting on how heavy it must 
weigh on her shoulders. 


"There is much about my past which I am ashamed of," Miles 
says quietly. "But I am honored to be associated with you, 
Franziska von Karma." 


Franziska is silent for a moment longer, eyes cast in shadow. 
Then she stands, chin proudly lifted and a smirk set firmly on 
her lips. "Of course. Anyone would be." 


"Vim. " 
"Goodbye, Miles Edgeworth." 


"Goodbye, Franziska." Miles hesitates, wanting to say more, 
but before he can attempt to speak again she is gone, the door of 
his office shutting not ungently behind her. 


The package arrives on a weekday, 1n a battered cardboard box 
with several different customs stamps scattered over its surface. 
The first item Miles sees upon opening it is a letter. 


Little Brother, 


There is, of course, much to be gained from the past. However, 
as we are neither of us historians, I do not think that the past 
holds much for us other than precedent, and that is only useful 
in court. I am of the opinion that there is much more to be 
gained from the present, as well as the future. 


2h 


2» 


When I deigned to visit you in your place of work, I was 
foolishly and needlessly ruminating on the past. However, if I am 
a fool, Iam not alone in my foolishness. While mine was caused 
by temporary weakness in a moment of fatigue, yours is 
displayed perpetually for all to see. I think we can both agree 
that your office is more akin to a graveyard than a place where 
the rule of law is defended, is it not? 


If I cannot convince you of the foolishness of such 
unnecessary decorations (or how they create an unearned 
impression that you have poor taste in interior design), perhaps 
this gift so graciously bestowed by me can bring you towards the 
present. Next time I see you, I expect to be served tea from it. 


Freundliche GriiBe, 
Franziska von Karma 


When Miles opens the internal packaging, he sees two items. 
The first is a Keurig coffee maker, which proclaims itself able to 
brew not only hot water and coffee, but espresso drinks as well. 
The second is a teacup which matches perfectly with the three in 
his possession. Miles puts both on the ledge behind his office 
chair, and for the next few weeks, whenever he looks back at 
them, he cannot help but smile. 
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Most people would be hesitant to describe Los Angeles as 
“cool”. 


Temperature wise, that is. The combination of Hollywood and 
the nearby ocean solidifies that it is certainly a destination spot 
for tourists and dreamers alike, but the weather... Well, some 
people tolerate the heat better than others. 


To their credit, most people aren’t from Khura’in. 


When Nahyuta arrives in LA a week after their Chief 
Prosecutor requests his help, he’s not quite sure what to expect. 
Perhaps a host of surfer-types flocking to the beach in droves, or 
tourists packing themselves into air-conditioned stores in order 
to escape the heat. 


Instead, it’s... cool. There ave tourists (himself included, he 
supposes), but they seem just as surprised as he is that the air is 
simply pleasantly warm, as opposed to the oppressive heat he’d 
been expecting. It certainly isn’t warm enough to go swimming, 
though perhaps the wetsuit-clad surfers that pass him would 
disagree. 


Well, at least some things are the same as the movies. 


The drive to his hotel is pleasant, if a bit impersonal—he’d 
wished to walk, but Queen Ga’ran had insisted on the car due to 
‘safety concerns’. It makes sense, but on such a pleasant day, it 
is a Shame. All told, though, it probably is for the best—when 
he’d reminded the chauffeur of his destination, they whistled, 
citing a walk of upwards of 4 hours. While that is merely a blip 
in the grand scheme of things, he does have work to get done, 
and there are worse things than sitting in the air conditioning. 


As the streets whiz by (or, more accurately, creep by—the 
traffic is another thing the movies didn’t make up), Nahyuta 
takes the opportunity to reopen the dossier Chief Prosecutor 
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Edgeworth sent to him when he was invited to the States. Inside 

is a comprehensive list of the current cases—heavily redacted of 
course—many of which either have wrapped up or will be soon. 

Still, it's good to be prepared. 


At least, that’s what he’d tell Rayfa. As it is, perhaps he 
should have looked through it prior to this car ride, because if he 
had, maybe he would have been prepared to see an all-too- 
familiar name typed in neat, even letters: 


Apollo Justice, Defense Attorney. 


Suddenly the air feels thick. The coolness is gone, replaced 
with an oppressive heat that smells of orchid blossoms, of the 
spicy dumplings his father made, of crumpled grass beneath his 
feet. 


“Yuta, c’mon! We’re almost there!” 


Nahyuta is going to kill his brother. He’s going to kill his 
brother and no one will find the body and all he needs to do is 
get up the stupid mountain because apparently his meditative, 
reflective pace wasn t fast enough for Apollo and now he’s 
wheezing— 


“Yuta!” 


“I’m coming!” He snaps, kicking a rock with slightly too 
much force and watching it skip down the path. It's the wrong 
choice, because Apollo is at the crest of the incline, looking 
down at him with his brow furrowed. 


Ah yes, the classic Apollo Thinking Face. 
“Are you mad?” He asks, forehead crease deepening. 


Nahyuta sighs. “No, brother. Iam sorry, I simply wished to 
reflect on our surroundings more.” 


At least Apollo looks properly chastised. “Yeah, sorry,” he 
says, sheepishly. “I’ll make it up to you, promise! I just wanted 
us to see the parade from up here!” 


The parade, of course, is themed after The Plumed Punisher, 
an elaborate celebration that Nahyuta knows is nothing more 


than thinly-veiled propaganda. Apollo does too, to his credit, but 


he’s always been better at separating those thoughts in his 
brain. After all, it is kind of a fun TV show, even if it makes their 
father out to be the bad guy. 


It helps that Dhurke leans into it—even his evil laugh would 
be halfway convincing, if he didnt dissolve into chuckles while 
doing it. 


When he finally to the top of the hill, Nahyuta has to admit 
that it is a gorgeous view. The city below them is smaller even 
than a dollhouse, though infinitely more lively. The streets are 
hazier than Nahyuta remembers—a combination of smog and 
dirt pathways that haven t been watered down recently—but it's 
beautiful nonetheless. The parade is just cresting past the city 
gates, and Nahyuta can hear the “I told you so” that Apollo is 
hiding behind his teeth. 


“Wow,” Apollo says as he flops himself onto the grass. 


“Wow indeed,” Nahyuta says, allowing himself the luxury of 
sitting down slowly (something Apollo has yet to learn, 


apparently). 


It's nice, to be honest. From this far away, you can only hear 
the faintest strains of music coming from the streets below, but 
somehow the smells make their way up the mountain no 
problem. 


If Nahyuta’s stomach grumbles, he resolutely ignores it, only 
letting out a slight nod of thanks when Apollo passes him a 
samosa. 
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For a piece of propaganda, it certainly is high production 
quality— from this height, the costumes and floats shine in the 
sunlight like dewdrops on blades of grass (if grass was bright 
red and had knives strapped to its back). The parade feels like it 
stretches on for ages, like the line of participants keeps going 
and going and going to the end of the world. Logically, of 
course, that can t be true, because they closed the city gates 10 
minutes ago, but the dancing is so enrapturing that it doesnt 
even really matter. 


It takes another half an hour for the music to fade and the 
regular sounds of the city to drift back up the mountainside, 
familiar and foreign all at once. 


Nahyuta s heart aches. 


“That was amazing!” Apollo says, like he doesn t notice the 
melancholy that’s dripping from his brother. Maybe he does— 
he’s perceptive to a fault—but he s certainly not letting that stop 
him. “Did you see the way the Plumed Punisher did that backflip 
off the roof? Wow!” 


“Are you sure it was the Plumed Punisher?” Nahyuta asks. 


“Of course it was!” Apollo cries out, fixing him with an all- 
too-familiar glare. “Didnt you see his costume?” 


“No,” Nahyuta says, “But neither could you.” 

“Aw, c'mon,” Apollo lets the air burst between his lips in a 
raspberry, falling backwards onto the ground dramatically. It's a 
show, but a funny one. Not that Nahyuta will admit that. 


“I’m sure I dont know what you mean,” Nahyuta says, 
instead. 


Apollo doesn t even bother glaring this time. “Just because 
we couldn t see him perfectly doesn t mean it wasn t him, you 
know.” 


“I know. You have a good eye, I’m sure it was him.” 
“Ah ha!” Apollo says, eyes flaming and wide, “Gotcha!” 
Nahyuta groans. “What now?” 


“Brother,” Apollo says, mimicking Nahyuta’s voice, “I can 
tell you are lying, remember?” 


Nahyuta does, as a matter of fact. Living with Apollo Justice 
means learning your tells very quickly. Dhurke and Datz call it 
strategic, but Nahyuta calls it an unfair advantage. 


“I see,” he says, instead. 
“It's okay. Thanks for trying, though.” 


The silence that falls between them is gentler, more content. 
Nahyuta 8 kind lie is swept under the rug, and Apollo’ slightly- 
too-personal insight is likewise disappeared. The ambient noise 
around them is soft with routine, as are the smells. Closing his 
eyes and laying back is easy, and taking the afternoon off is 
suddenly something slower. 


It's a while before Nahyuta feels the tugging at his hair—later, 
still, when he realizes it's stopped. “What did you do this time?” 
He asks, not opening his eyes. “Tie my braids together in knots 
again? Cover them with worms?” 


Apollo huffs. “No!” 
“Hm. I’m not sure I believe you.” 


“Yuta, just open your eyes before I make you open them.” Ah, 
there s that brotherly love. 


He does so, and suddenly he realizes why Apollo was so 
gentle. 


Twisted through his hair are nine beautiful summer orchids. 
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“You ve gotten better,”’ Nahyuta says, admiring Apollo’ 
handiwork. The stems of the flowers have been carefully stripped 
of any leaves, and the plaits are even and straight. Apollo picked 
good flowers, too, because they’re all at the peak of their bloom. 
Perhaps, when they get back home, he will press them in one of 
his textbooks. “It looks excellent, brother.” 


For once, Apollo is bashfully quiet, and Nahyuta can tell hes 
trying to internalize the praise so that he remembers it. He 
doesn t say anything, but he doesn t need to—his body language 
speaks loudly enough for him. 


In response, Nahyuta simply gestures for Apollo to sit in front 
of him, and when he does so, Nahyuta begins to section his 
shorter hair as well. 


“Sir? We’ ve arrived.” 


Nahyuta is snapped from his reverie by the apologetic-looking 
chauffeur who meets his eyes in the rear-view mirror. For 
whatever reason, they seem almost pitying, as though they’ve 
seen this before. Whatever this 1s. 


It's only then that he realizes he’s let a single tear fall from his 
eye. 


“Blessings upon you from the Holy Mother.” He says, instead, 
bowing his head and clasping his hands in front of him. 


The chauffeur looks taken aback for half a moment before 
regaining their footing, pity locked away behind 
professionalism. “Thank you, sir. Shall I send your bags up with 
the concierge?” 


Nahyuta simply waves his hand in an agreeable motion as he 
steps out of the car, tear long since forgotten. A moment of 
weakness, proof that he needs to set his sights further towards 
the Holy Mother, not reminiscing on his younger, weaker days. 


He reopens the dossier, which is only slightly creased where he 
crumpled it in his hand, and smooths the pages over with his 
thumb as he reads again. For preparation’s sake, nothing more. 


Apollo Justice, Defense Attorney. 
Apollo Justice. A defense attorney. 


He doesn’t need to read the dossier. He knows what it says. 
He is facing an amateur defense attorney, and that’s all that’s 
worth knowing. 


The air is cool once again, and smells nothing like orchids. 
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He is told there was once a warden of this prison named 
Patricia Roland. Apparently, Simon should air out any 
grievances with her—which is silly, considering the woman is 
no longer in employment here—because her program is the one 
responsible for putting a fledgling in his hands one innocuous 
summer. 


For some odd reason. 


Apparently, if Simon wanted to choose which companion he 
received and hear general care advice, he should have asked to 
attend the initial companion assignment and adoption meeting 
this morning instead of sleeping in. If there was any other 
benefit to attending, Simon doesn’t know. He tunes out 
everything else the animal handler says until Simon asks, 
“Surely, you aren’t so cruel as to expect a bird to find a happy 
life on death row?” 


The handler has one foot beyond his open cell door but turns 
around. Both of his eyebrows lift high on his brow. “What? 
Oh... nah, don’t worry. Little guy doesn’t know how to fly yet. 
Can’t miss what you don’t know, right?” 


Offense should burst to life in Simon’s chest. In any other 
instance, he thinks it might. But the anger fizzles before it can 
burn, and in its wake, Simon feels only exhausted and 
disappointed instead. 


The handler leaves. 
His cell door clangs shut. 


A ball of feathers now rests against Simon’s fingers, armed 
with two clawed feet too big for its small, spotted-brown body. 
The bird cranes its head up as if it knows Simon 1s watching it. 
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Simon lifts a finger and brushes it down the dark curve of the 
little one’s beak. “A hawk, hm?” With a sigh, he closes his eyes. 
“T suppose this gives me something to finally talk to Aura about 
if she decides to visit me again.” 


If. 
The word holds such weight in the lonely silence. 


Simon leans back until his shoulders are flat against the wall. 
He tilts his head up to the ceiling. A chill seeps in through his 
scraggly, matting hair, and when he opens his eyes, he looks at 
the grout lines between the cement slabs. 


“Haven’t you laughed enough at my expense?” 


The fledgling in his hands gives a tiny meep and stares 
earnestly up at him. 


Day one of mutual imprisonment with a bird finds Simon 
waking to something soft and small sitting on the side of his 
face. He can barely feel the light feathers dusting over his cheek, 
but he can feel the claw awkwardly half-in, half-out of his ear. 
When Simon pries one eye open, he is met with a black, beady 
one staring back. The hawk lifts its head, meeps again, and dives 
for his nose. 


Simon gasps. 


He pulls up his blanket to cover his face from further, 
unwarranted attack. The hawk squawks and tumbles blissfully 
off his cot, before meeping several more times. Its claws scratch 
along the cement floor. Meep! Meep! Meep! 


Simon groans. “Let me sleep, you infernal thing! Then, I 
promise, Ill feed you.” 


How does this prison keep these absurd animals fed, 
anyway? Do they have slabs of meat of various rats, snakes, and 
squirrels ready to go? Simon can’t fathom the price tag of that 
grocery list. What a gargantuanly expensive program for so little 
payoff. 


The scratching against his cell floor stops. 


Before Simon turns over, there’s a scrabble at his back. The 
fledgling’s climb is a desperate, uncoordinated thing, all beak 
and a clumsy grasp of claws, but he doesn’t move until the hawk 
succeeds in overcoming the mountain of his side. Then, just as 
quickly as it scaled him, it slides down his front, landing on the 
space between the edge of his cot and Simon’s thighs. It hops 
towards his head. 


Simon huffs and covers his face with the blanket again. 
“Leave me alone. I just want to rest.” 


The bird scrabbles at the fabric over his nose. Its tiny claws 
grasp and try to climb again but fail. 


“Do you understand what that means? Rest? Do you know 
how to sleep?” 


More inane meeping. 


Simon groans. Then, suddenly, sharply, he lifts his blanket 
and grabs the fledgling in one hand. He yanks it towards his 
chest, keeping it huddled in his palm and pressed against him so 
it cannot move. He exhales as the little one wriggles and rubs its 
beak back and forth and back and forth against his chest. 


“Here,” Simon sluggishly mutters. “I'll teach you.” 


The bird’s next cries are muffled as it continuously and 
obstinately writhes. Contorting itself spectacularly, it manages to 
get its head under its body, claws scrabbling against the top of 
Simon’s hand. 
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“Watch, because this...” Simon stifles a yawn. “...this is what 
sleep...looks like...” 


As he begins to slip into slumber, the small hawk crawls out 
from under his blanket. It tumbles to the floor and finally decides 
to leave him alone. 


Day one of having a pet slowly turns into two days. Two days 
become three. Three become a week. 


On good days, Simon manages to rise from bed to go through 
his usual routine: get up, get dressed, brush his teeth, clean his 
cell, visit the chow hall, and sit in the indoor recreation hall 
during his singular hour of freedom. Afterwards: return to his 
cell, ask if there’s any mail for him when the carrier makes his 
rounds—there isn’t—and sleep. 


The fledgling changes little of the schedule itself. If anything, 
all it adds is more noise and inconvenience. 


No, he must tell the obnoxious mail carrier, “taka” might be 
how one says “hawk” in Japanese, but it is not the name of his 
bird. He is not naming his bird at all, in fact. What use is there in 
giving a name to a creature already dead? Aren’t they all 
numbers to the prison system, anyway? Names don’t matter on 
death row. 


Many things don’t matter. 


On bad days, those things seem to multiply. Leaving his 8-by- 
10 cage doesn’t seem to matter when eating has little appeal and 
rising from bed feels too monumental. 


On bad days, sleeping becomes the easiest way to pass the 
time. 


Weeks become months. Summer slowly changes into fall. The 
fledgling does not grow much. After all this time, it is still only a 


little larger than Simon’s fist. 
There is no word from Aura. Neither has she visited. 
Is this even helping you at all? 


Simon remembers the way her eyes had burned as she planted 
both hands flat on the counter on the other side of the glass. 
Being forced to grieve the love of her life and the wrongful 
imprisonment of her little brother at the same time did 
something to her—something irreparable. He can barely stand to 
see it in her whenever she visits. 


Why do I come here if you're just going to sit there acting like 
you're already dead! 


He refuses to ruminate on the sound of the door as it had shut 
behind her. He hadn’t thought the last time he saw his sister 
would be the final time. For the past two years, every month, 
Aura visited like clockwork. She was always there, sitting across 
from him, as mean to him as he was to her: the one consistency 
in a place starkly different from everything he used to know and 
everything he wanted for himself. 


He rolls over on his cot and ignores the next rise of the sun as 
it burns against his eyelids. He ignores the quiet meeping that 
fills his cell. He tells himself it doesn’t matter that Aura’s not 
coming anymore. It doesn’t matter that she’s tired of him. 
Maybe that’s a good thing. Maybe Aura can finally stop feeling 
guilty that she’s not doing enough. Maybe she’s realized there’s 
nothing to do for him. 


It doesn’t matter that his sister has given up on him. 


Really. It doesn’t. 


Simon Blackquill opens his eyes to his grey cell on October 
7th. It is not a particularly bad day. The habit of routine tugs low 
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in his gut, telling him he should rise from his cot, and 
grudgingly, he does. He sets his feet on the floor. 


But there is a sound, small and young and quiet, that breaks 
the stillness and rouses him from the murkiness of his head. He’s 
uncertain whether he’s imagining it or if the sound is real. He 
jerks to look because it does not stop, whatever that rasping 
thing is. Then his eyes latch on the small grey fluff in the corner 
of his cell, sitting with both too-big clawed feet sticking out in 
front of itself. Shivering. Dryly meeping. 


The fledgling hawk is still here, 1s his first thought. 
It isn t dead yet, is the second. 


And what a strange thing to notice, he thinks. Why add the 
“vet,” unless—What am I doing? Waiting for it to die? 


Simon’s eyes burn. He blinks hard as the world distorts. And 
for the first time, the thought hits him. It sounds an awful lot like 
his sister: Simon, you idiot. You’re not on death row; right now, 
you are death row. 


Oh. 
Simon pulls himself up from the bed. 


His legs move stiffly under him. His muscles groan. But he 
walks to that tiny ball in the corner, sharing his space, and he 
crouches. He cups his hands beneath its body—tt is so slight and 
so fragile and so dirty that it could break if Simon closed his 
fists—and he lifts it to his chest. The fledgling doesn’t fight him. 
It leans into his touch. 


For some odd reason. 


“When did I become comfortable with ignoring the fact that 
I’m responsible for you?” 


It’s not a white noise that fills the space between his ears, but 


a low rumble. Something that must be like what young Athena 
often complained about. 


Slowly, Simon treks back to his bed. He sits. 


The silence that settles in his cell is grey, too. Just like the 
walls. Just like the floor. But it isn’t heavy, and Simon shirks it 
off like he would a blanket as quietly, he says, “I haven’t taken 
very good care of you.” 


The shivering hawk continues to make its small sound. Its 
chest flutters against his palms. He can feel its earnestness, and 
in Simon’s gut, he knows that it so fervently needs because it 
still wants to live. Somehow, this flightless creature, who does 
not know half of what it can do or what it should have, sees fit in 
its present conditions to want to live. 


Simon swallows. “You should be dead.” J should be dead. 
Because of me. 


Tears bead on his lashes. They drip over and down his cheeks. 
He did not cry the day he was arrested and surrendered his 
ambitions for his future at age twenty-one, but he cries now. He 
cries and finds that in fact, there are quite a lot of tears stored 
inside him; things that he pushed aside for a long time because 
he said they didn’t matter. 


He holds the bird close to his nose. He bends over his knees. 
He thinks to himself that perhaps all those things do matter. 


Maybe they always have. 
“I’m sorry,” he gasps. “I’m so sorry.” 


It’s inconvenient, the crying. He’s reminded why he hates it so 
much: the jagged way it cuts into his lungs, making every breath 
a gasp upon a gasp, hitched and uneven. It’s painful. His 
shoulders shudder. A tiny curled beak, still parted for its weak 
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cries, presses against the side of his nose. Its warmth huddles 
against the front of his face. 


“Me too,” he moans to the fledgling. “I want to live, too.” 


Maybe Simon owes the previous warden a thanks after all. 


That winter, routinely leaving his cell becomes necessary if he 
wants to learn how he should care for his companion. Reading 
the books he requests about hawks becomes impossible through 
the heavy curtain of his growing hair in front of his eyes. So one 
day, he asks for a hair tie. He starts pulling it behind his head. 


He didn’t know habits could be that easy to form. 


Eating becomes less of a choice if there 1s a little, growing 
fledgling who needs nutrients or it will threaten the sanctity of 
his nose. He may not consistently finish his own tray, but the 
daily excursion to the chow hall becomes worth it if only to see 
and know that the little one has more energy and strength than it 
did the day before. 


There is still no mail when he asks. Not yet, anyway. But this 
time, Simon doesn’t correct the mail carrier on the other side of 
his cell door when the man calls his companion, “taka.” 


Day by day, “taka” becomes more “Taka,” anyway. 


As winter thaws and spring comes in like a lion, Simon 
decides that in the end, among all the many things that matter, 
there is still one thing that doesn’t. Yes, Taka is far older than a 
hawk should be when learning something new, but that doesn’t 
mean the fledgling shouldn’t still try. 


Maybe the same could be said of Simon himself. 


During his next recreation hour, for the first time in two years, 


Simon visits the outside yard instead of the indoor hall. Perhaps, 
he tells himself and the bird that is now half as long as his 
forearm, it’s not too late to learn how to fly. 
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IMPECCABLE TIMING 


ROWAN 


When Miles Edgeworth decided to propose to Phoenix 
Wright, after years of heartache and worry and words unsaid, he 
expected an enthusiastic yes and maybe some crying at best, and 
a pitiful and dejected no at worst. He ran scenario after scenario 
through his head when he wasn’t otherwise occupied, planning 
his response for any possible answer Phoenix might give, 
thorough and thoughtful (and if Phoenix knew, he’d probably 
say overthinking) as always. 


What Miles did not expect Phoenix Wright to say was, with 
an accompanying groan and a grin that Miles has long since 
memorized, the curve and twist of his lips as they pull apart to 
reveal charmingly crooked teeth, “Franziska’s going to kill me.” 


Let’s rewind a little. Two months ago, to be exact. 
“Miss Fey—” 
“I told you to call me Maya!” 


Miles sighs. “Maya, can you please advise me as to what 
Phoenix’s style is like?” 


“Haven t you been dating for a couple months now? Shouldn t 
you know?” 


Miles surveys the glass case in front of him. “Not when it 
comes to rings.” 


“Rings? Why—”’ A sharp gasp, and an excited squeal. “Miles 
are you going to propose—” 


“Yes,” he hisses softly. “Now, please, Maya. I want this to be 
perfect.” He surveys the glass case in front of him. Something 
decently expensive, surely — he’s still got the glory of the von 
Karma name to uphold, what with him and Franziska trying 
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hardest to maintain a healthy relationship (Miles attributes that 
one mostly to shared spite for their father figure, alongside a 
healthy dose of caring that neither of them really know how to 
express), and Franziska would kill him if he delivered this 
proposal with anything less than perfection, grace, and style. 
Still, anything with a price tag befitting an Edgeworth-von 
Karma is far too gaudy for Phoenix, and Miles doubts himself 
and his judgement on what Phoenix would appreciate. “Wright 
used to be an art student, correct?” he finds himself asking into 
the phone. 


“I think so? How did you know that—”’ 


“He is my boyfriend, Maya. And my childhood friend. And 
my rival. And—” 


“T get it, I get it. Incredibly complicated relationship because 
of trauma and also bad timing. Why did you ask if he was an 
arts student?” 


“To attempt to determine how non-traditional I can go with 
this ring before he would become dissatisfied,” Miles replies, 
eyes scanning the multitude of rings shimmering under the white 
lights. “Do you know if he would prefer a white diamond 
specifically?” 


Maya lets out a small huff of laughter, a sound that Miles has 
quickly gotten used to hearing in his and Phoenix’s apartment. 
“Get him something meaningful, you fool,’ Maya says, and 
Miles wonders if she picked up that particular verbal mannerism 
from a certain whip-wielding prosecutor. As terrifying as the two 
of them are together, a small, secret part of Miles is glad his 
sister 1s bonding so well with Wright’s closest friend and 
confidante. “Nick isn t the kind of guy to care about how much it 
cost, or the cut of diamond. He just cares about sentimentality. ” 


Miles’s eye catches on a small ring in the corner of the display 
case. “Sentimentality, you say...” he muses quietly. He pulls his 
ear from his phone, quickly snaps a picture, and sends it to 
Maya. “What about this?” 


A soft gasp, this time wondrous. “Oh, that’ so pretty...” 


The ring is composed of a thin gold band, with intricate 
designs weaving around the gem embedded in the centre in a 
way that is not unlike Miles’s prosecutor badge. The gem in the 
centre is a deep pink-red, diamond-shaped, sparkling and 
flashing brilliantly under the store’s lights. “Despite Wright’s 
penchant for the colour blue,” Miles says into his phone, “I find 
he rather reminds me of a fire. Of his namesake, I suppose. It 
would only be fitting to buy him a ring representative of that.” 


Miles can practically hear Maya’s enthusiastic nods over the 
phone. When did he become so familiar with Miss Fey’s 
mannerisms? “That ring is perfect and I’m uninviting you from 
SteelCon if you dont buy it.” 


“Aren’t I the one paying for our SteelCon tickets?” 


“Details, Edgeworth, details! Now go get that ring!” The call 
ends with a soft beep. Edgeworth gives his phone an amused 
look. 


Much to his own surprise, Miles finds himself humming the 
Steel Samurai opening theme as he exits the store. 


And now, a jump forward — two weeks before the proposal. 
“Thanks again for buying me lunch, pal!” 


Detective Dick Gumshoe slurps noisily at a bowl of ramen 
across from Miles. Miles sighs. “You’re welcome, Detective.” 
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D2 


Gumshoe drains half his glass of water in one go. “But,” 
Gumshoe says, “you only take me to get ramen if you need 
something from me, so what’s the issue this time?” 


Miles blinks. Is he really that predictable? “I wanted to ask 
your advice,” is what he says instead. He takes a deep breath, 
fidgets with a napkin on the table. “I am going to propose to 
Phoenix Wright—” 


“You are? That’s amazing, congratulations—” 


Miles glares daggers into Gumshoe’s head. Gumshoe 
thankfully takes the hint. “I haven’t proposed to him yet. And I 
am— having a bit of trouble figuring out exactly how to go 
about it.” 


Gumshoe slurps up another mouthful of ramen. “How so?” 
“Well, there’s the issue of the venue—” 


Gumshoe blinks disbelievingly. “That’s easy, pal! Just cook 
him dinner at home, he wouldn’t care about it being at a fancy 
restaurant or anything.” 


“And then a speech—” 


“C’mon, do you really need to write it out before with the 
amount of improvisation you do in court?” 


Miles continues to glare daggers into Gumshoe’s head. He 
isn’t sure whether he’s more frustrated that Gumshoe read him 
like a book, or that Gumshoe could answer his questions and 
assuage his worries that easily. Although, I suppose that’s what I 
get for working alongside the same detective for over seven 
years. 


“So,” Miles says slowly, “you suggest I shouldn’t think too 
hard about what to say, and enjoy a nice home-cooked meal with 
Phoenix before the proposal?” 


Joe 


Gumshoe beams. “Duh! Don’t worry too hard, pal!’ His voice 
softens a little from its usual bright and jubilant cheer. “I’ve 
known you for a long time, and I know you love Wright, so — I 
don’t think the where and the what matter as much if you focus 
on the why.” 


The waitress comes over with the bill. Miles takes out his 
card. “That’s... surprisingly wise of you, Detective.” 


“What can I say, good food makes me smarter!” 


The dreaded day of. 


Phoenix 1s, blissfully, away from the apartment the whole day. 
Something about Maya taking him shopping — Miles makes a 
mental note to thank Miss Fey for her obvious meddling. 


And Miles — Miles is a wreck. 


Outwardly, he’s a perfect visage of poise; there’s a pot or pan 
on every burner of their stove, and a cake tin currently in the 
oven, and yet he navigates the kitchen with the deftness of a 
practiced chef, an easy rhythm guiding his body. The scents of 
cumin and bay leaves and coriander fill the air; a goat curry 
bubbles along in one of the pots. His personal favourite, and 
something his father would always cook for him on special 
occasions; holidays, birthdays, the like. It seems only fitting that 
he cook it now. 


Inwardly? Miles is a wreck. He’s rethinking his choice to 
make curry — what if it’s too aromatic, too strong, what if he’s 
made it too spicy, what if Phoenix has a hidden hatred of goat — 
and lamenting the fact that he never learned to roll roti to perfect 
roundness, and worrying incessantly over the cake that currently 
bakes in the belly of the oven. His tongue feels thick and heavy 
in his mouth, knots twisting in his stomach. 


Dh 
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He’s considering putting the whole engagement off, in fact. 


The door opens, and Miles turns, anxiety filling the pit in his 
stomach — but it’s just Franziska. She takes a cautious sniff of 
the kitchen. “It smells good, little brother.” 


“Tt’s curry,” Miles explains. “Which you knew, probably, from 
the smell. And there’s a cake in the oven, and rice in that pot 
over there and I’m making roti now—” 


Franziska walks over to the stove, turns off every single 
burner (much to Miles’s protest), and grabs Miles firmly by the 
shoulders. “Breathe,” she says, and he does, the strange 
stuttering in his lungs easing significantly. “You’re a good 
cook,” Franziska continues, “and a better baker, and I can only 
assume you’re a good boyfriend as well. Phoenix will love 
whatever you make, and so long as you remember to light some 
candles and have closed your bedroom door to ensure the smell 
of curry doesn’t embed itself into every corner of this apartment, 
this date is going to go spectacularly.” 


“But what if—” 


Thankfully, Franziska’s hands are occupied, and she can’t 
reach to her belt to grab her whip. Miles hates that whip. “No 
‘what ifs’, Edgeworth,” Franziska says, voice edged with 
familiar steel. “You’re a von Karma. We don’t do ‘what ifs’ — 
we do perfection.” She pauses. “Or our best, which is usually 
something similar.” 


Miles is strangely honoured to be called a von Karma by the 
last living bearer of the name. 


Franziska lets go of Miles’s shoulders, then turns all the 
burners back on. The oven beeps, and Miles moves instinctively 
to grab oven mitts, pulling the cake out and resting it against a 
waiting cooling rack. It looks, well — perfect. 


Franziska appraises the dessert with a careful eye, and gives 
Miles a small nod of approval. “My work here is done,” she 
says, an air of drama that a von Karma would never be caught 
dead without lacing her tone, and she sweeps out of the 
apartment as quickly as she came, leaving Miles exactly where 
he was. 


“Franziska’s going to kill me.” 


Miles isn’t fully sure what to say to that. Phoenix doesn’t give 
him the opportunity to, though, and pulls a small box out of his 
pocket. A small, velvet box. Quite similar to the one currently 
resting between Miles’s fingers. 


Miles thanks the fact that he’s bent over on one knee, or he 
might have keeled over from the shock. 


Phoenix opens the box. The metal is a shining, beautiful 
silver, delicately encircling a beautiful blue diamond with 
smaller gems set into petals around it. (Half-delirious, drunk on 
euphoria and the vintage wine he pulled out of the von Karma 
manor’s cellar, Miles could almost swear the shape reminds him 
of the curvature of a defense attorney’s badge.) 


“Franziska gave me this,” Phoenix admits. “Told me it was — 
her mother’s ring.” He laughs a little, and there’s a sharp edge of 
anxiety to it. “I had mentioned wanting to propose to you a 
while back, I guess, and she thought it would be... rather fitting 
if I used this ring.” 


He could cry. 


He does cry. Tears that spill past the edges of watering eyes 
before he even realizes they’ve built up. The beautiful, perfect 
irony of it all. The man that ended Manfred von Karma’s reign 
in the court; proposing to his fiance, the very man that Manfred 
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took under his own wing to corrupt and eventually take down 
over a bitter and desperate old grudge; with the ring that his wife 
had once worn; given away freely by his daughter, by the very 
girl who had to learn how to stand by people, not just in front of 
them. 


“It’s perfect,” Miles manages to get out between the tears and 
the overwhelming tsunami of emotion in his chest. “It’s — I 
thought I had done a good job, but you’ve once again managed 
to outdo me, Wright.” 


Phoenix laughs softly. “It’s Franziska that outdid you, but — I 
take it that’s a yes?” 


Distantly, Miles realizes he’s still bent over on one knee, 
hands presenting a small velvet box with a gold-and-ruby ring 
towards his fiance, his rival, his love. “Only if you accept my 
ring as well,” Miles says, and Phoenix grins. 


“You just had to get the last word, didn’t you?” 


“T called Maya Fey for advice about rings, I believe ’'m 
entitled to the ring actually being used.” 


“You called Maya?” 
“She threatened to revoke my SteelCon pass, Wright.” 
“Well, that’s what you get for calling Maya.” 


‘“You’re insufferable.” 


In an apartment that’s both a reasonable bike ride and drive 
away from the courthouse, just as the moon hits its final 
crescendo in tonight’s sky, the silver light dappling in through 
the open window hits a worn night table, where two rings — one 


round, silver and blue, soft and regal and poised all the same; 
one sharper, brighter, fuller, wreathed reds and golds — rest 
together on the wooden surface. Two hands rest on the bed 
beside them, entwined. 
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AND I THINK 
Sie OU OFTEN 


PARCHMINTS 


If anyone were to ask, Nahyuta would tell them that yes, he 
fluently speaks English, but when Apollo Justice had told him 
“Prosecutor Gavin and I are dating now,” he’d realized there 
must have been a sizable gap in his comprehension of the 
language. 


He remembers blinking dumbfounded at Apollo before he’d 
stupidly asked, “You and Prosecutor Gavin are what?” 


“Ts it that unbelievable?” Apollo had grumbled at the time, 
but his face was as red as that garish suit of his. “We kept in 
contact while I was living in Khura’in and then when I moved 
back to LA... I don’t know, it just kinda happened.” 


How does one ‘just kinda’ start dating an internationally 
renowned rockstar? It immediately set off alarm sirens in 
Nahyuta’s head. He didn’t know much about Klavier Gavin 
beyond his second profession and the fact that Chief Prosecutor 
Edgeworth must trust him if he’s still working in that district, 
but... 


Khura’in doesn’t see many European rockstars in its midsts, 
but Nahyuta knew of the classic stereotypes—a flakey, 
destructive nature, a disregard for authority, and most 
importantly, a penchant for philandering. 


And Apollo is dating one of them? It’s not even a question 
that Nahyuta’d have to ensure this...courtship isn’t a massive 
disaster in the making. Apollo has already been through so 
much. 


Which is how Nahyuta finds himself in Los Angeles, standing 
in front of Klavier Gavin’s office door. Well, it’s not the only 
reason, of course. He still offers his services to the district 
whenever Chief Prosecutor Edgeworth calls on him, but he 
admits he was only so earnest to take a case in LA for the 
purpose of seeing Gavin. 
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Apollo doesn’t know he’s here. Nahyuta hopes to keep this 
conversation between him and Prosecutor Gavin since Apollo 
certainly wouldn’t approve of his meddling, but sometimes it’s a 
big brother’s job to meddle. Or, no. Not big brother. Friend. 
Nahyuta doesn’t get to call himself ‘brother’ anymore. 


Despite his conviction, he finds himself nervous. In truth, he 
knows Apollo wouldn’t appreciate him playing the part of a 
father with a shotgun, but Nahyuta has spent years not 
protecting Apollo; he’s got to make up for lost time somehow. 


With a quick, sharp inhale, Nahyuta knocks soundly on 
Gavin’s door. 


Gavin doesn’t answer right away, so he knocks again. This 
time, it yields results. 


The door opens and Gavin peeks his head out, a large set of 
headphones over his ears. He moves one side of the headphones 
behind his ear and offers Nahyuta a cordial smile. “Ach, Herr 
Sahdmahdi, forgive me, I was in the middle of recording a guitar 
riff. How can I help you?” 


“You were recording... in the middle of the workday?” 
Nahyuta arches an eyebrow. If he’s this unserious about his 
work, what does that say about his relationships? 


“You have to strike while the iron is hot, ja? If a melody floats 
in my mind, I have to catch it before it gets away.” Gavin snaps 
his fingers in an effort to be... charming? Suave? Whatever it is, 
it’s not working because Nahyuta remains unmoved. Gavin must 
realize too because he laughs nervously. “Don’t worry, I am not 
skirting my responsibilities as a prosecutor. Herr Edgeworth and 
I have worked out a system that allows me to write music and 
stay on top of my cases.” 


Nahyuta hums, still not impressed, but there are more 
pressing matters. “May I come in?” 


“Ja, of course, bitte.” Gavin hastily opens the door all the way 
and gestures to Nahyuta to come inside as he takes off his 
headphones. When Nahyuta enters, he nearly falls over at the 
state of Gavin’s office. It looks more like a tacky music store 
rather than the office of a well-respected prosecutor, and that’s 
not even addressing the mess. How can he possibly keep his 
cases in order when his files are everywhere? 


Strike one, Nahyuta decides. 


Gavin clears his throat behind him. “Would you like to take a 
seat?” 


“Prosecutor Gavin,” Nahyuta says, turning to face him, 
“where do you expect me to sit?” 


“Feel free to take my desk chair.” Gavin laughs nervously 
again, obviously trying to hide his own disquiet. Does Nahyuta 
make him anxious? Interesting. 


In any case, Nahyuta takes one look at Gavin’s “chair” and 
curtly tells him, “No, Ill stand.” 


“Whatever makes you comfortable.” Gavin moves to one of 
the oversized amps he uses as a table, places his headphones 
down, and leans against it, his hands braced on the edge. “To 
what do I owe the pleasure, Herr Sahdmahdi?” 


Nahyuta straightens and folds his hands behind his back as he 
tries to decide how to tackle this. He settles on starting things 
out as civilly as he can. “Apollo informed me you two have 
recently become involved. I wanted to offer my 
congratulations.” 


“He told you, did he?” Gavin fiddles with the fringe of his 
hair and there might even be the hint of a blush on his cheeks. 
“Ja, it’s very new but I’m happy. It was a long time coming, I 
think. Danke.” 
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Gavin smiles to himself as he says this, looking at the floor 
rather than at Nahyuta. It strikes Nahyuta as very private, like 
Gavin’s forgotten he has company. Nahyuta narrows his eyes 
and tilts his head to the side, sizing up Gavin’s reaction. It seems 
genuine. It might be. But Nahyuta isn’t quite convinced yet. 


“Apollo seemed happy about the development as well. I’m 
not sure he’s told you much about his past,” Nahyuta takes a 
moment’s pause, just to make sure Gavin’s really listening, “but 
he’s been through a Jot, Prosecutor Gavin.” 


That definitely gets Gavin’s attention. He stares at Nahyuta, 
his perfectly manicured eyebrows furrowed until his expression 
slips into a slick and knowing smile. “Ach, I think I know what 
this is about.” 


Nahyuta brushes a bit of lint off his shoulder. “I don’t know 
what you mean.” 


“You’re giving me—what the Americans call—a shovel talk, 
ja?” Gavin says, his smarmy smile infuriating. “Trying to make 
sure I’ll be good to him.” 


Damn. He had hoped to keep pretending for a little while 
longer. Oh, well. 


“T simply request that you be considerate with his heart. He’s 
had enough loss and heartache for one lifetime. Don’t add to it.” 
It’s a bit boorish, but Nahyuta thinks it gets the point across. 


Klavier rubs his palms along the top of his thighs, looking a 
touch more serious than he has the entire conversation. “I do 
know about Herr Forehead’s past. Better than you’d think, and I 
can understand why you’d be worried, but this is something 
we've talked about a lot, ja? We made a point to keep in contact 
when he moved to Khura’in. It was only the mundane at first— 
how we were, what our cases were like, how the Wright 


Anything Agency was faring without him—things like that.” 
Gavin’s eyes get soft, like he’s seeing the memory unfold before 
him. “But then we started to really get to know each other. It’s 
something that works about us, I think. Talking through our 
grief. I told him about how I was still having a hard time coming 
to terms with what my old bandmate and my brother had done 
and he told me about himself. He told me about the fire, about 
Dhurke, about you, about the separation. Foster care. Herr 
Terran.” 


Nahyuta’s chest clenches painfully at Gavin’s list and hates 
that he’s on it. It wasn’t Nahyuta’s fault they were separated, of 
course, but the way he treated Apollo when they finally reunited 
was. He wonders if he’ll ever forgive himself for that. He 
mentally shakes himself and puts his attention back on Gavin. 


“And the more I learned about him,” Gavin continues, “the 
more he gave me these tiny insights about himself, the more I 
started to think “where does one get the strength to have all that 
happen and still be so kind? So good?’ I told him that once. He 
laughed and said I was one to talk.” Gavin shrugs. “I'll be 
honest with you, Herr Sahdmahdi. That was the moment I 
realized I was in love, but I ask that you keep that between us. 
He doesn’t know yet.” He laughs at himself a little, shaking his 
head. “Such a momentous occasion and it happened over a 
grainy video call.” 


Nahyuta stares at him, shocked. That was... far more intimate 
of a confession than he thought he’d get. He hadn’t expected 
Gavin to be so earnest, to try so hard to impress him. In truth, 
Nahyuta might be warming up to him. 


“No, of course, I won’t tell a soul.” Nahyuta fidgets with the 
rosary on his wrist, suddenly feeling very rude. 


“Danke,” Gavin says with a genuine smile. “And forgive me 
for being so candid, but I say all this hoping you know that you 
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don’t have to worry about me hurting Herr Fore—Apollo. If 
anyone is getting their heart broken in this arrangement, it’ll be 
me.” 


Nahyuta feels a small smile pull at his own lips. Looks like he 
was worried over nothing. 


“T see.” Nahyuta glances at the door. “I appreciate your 
honesty, Prosecutor Gavin. It sounds like Apollo is lucky to have 
you.” 


“Nein, it is the other way around.” 


Nahyuta hums, but gives Gavin an approving nod. “Well, I’ve 
chased away your inspiration for long enough, I think. I’Il let 
you get back to your work. Thank you for making time for me.” 


Nahyuta gives him a gracious bow and makes for the door 
when Gavin stands. “Ach, Herr Sahdmahdi.” 


“Prosecutor Gavin?” 


“T just wanted to say... Apollo is very lucky to have you too. 
I’m happy he has a big brother who cares about him enough to 
talk with me.” Gavin doesn’t seem like he’s lying but Nahyuta 
can’t shake how dull his eyes look as he says it. “I’m a little 
jealous of him, in fact.” 


Nahyuta’s skin crawls being called Apollo’s big brother. 
Perhaps he was a brother to him at one point and, of course, he 
still considers Apollo family, but he doesn’t deserve that title. 
Not now. 


“Thank you. Though, I don’t really think Apollo would call 
me his big brother.” The last part is a slip of the tongue and 
Nahyuta’s mortified the moment it leaves his lips. There’s no 
reason he should say such a thing to a man that’s practically a 
Stranger. 


Gavin looks surprised, though, his brow furrowed again. “But 
Herr Forehead is the one that told me you were brothers.” 


A lump of emotion forms in Nahyuta’s throat, hard and 
foreign. “H-he did?” 


“Ja,” Gavin says with a nod. “Whenever he’d tell me about 
you and your work in Khura’in it was always ‘my big brother, 
Nahyuta.’ You didn’t know?” 


Nahyuta licks his lips as his eyes sting from a sudden pang in 
his chest. “I... didn’t.” 


“Herr Sahdmahdi, are you alright?” 


Nahyuta blinks rapidly, absolving his eyes of any pesky 
wetness, and smiles at Gavin. “Fine. Thank you. And I am... 
lucky to have a meddlesome little brother like him as well.” 


“He'd be very happy to hear that, I think. Truly, I am glad he 
has you.” 


“Likewise, Prosecutor Gavin.” He extends his hand for 
Klavier to shake and he takes it with a rockstar’s level of 
enthusiasm. 


When Nahyuta finally leaves and shuts the door, it’s like a 
decade’s worth of accumulated weight is off his shoulders. But 
it’s also a little melancholic because he sees now that Apollo 
doesn’t even need his protection. He really is just as he says he 
is—fine. Nahyuta might not have been there for him when he 
was younger, but Apollo was resilient enough to keep going, to 
build a family for himself here, despite his hardships. No, 
Nahyuta hasn’t given him nearly enough credit. 


He’s struck with the sudden need to see Apollo, so he pulls 
out his phone and finds his contact. It only takes two rings for 
him to answer. 
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‘“Nahyuta? It’s like... three a.m. over there. Did something 
happen?” Apollo’s voice is loud and filled with concern. 


Nahyuta winces, but his chest also blooms with warmth. “No, 
all is well. ?'m in LA for a case and I thought we could get lunch 
if you haven’t eaten already.” 


“You’re in LA and you couldn’t have bothered to send a text?” 
Apollo sighs. “But fine. Ramen or burgers?” 


“T’Il let you decide, dear brother.” On the word “brother”, 
Nahyuta’s voice wavers, a clear sign of uncertainty. He’ll let 
Apollo decide what he wants to do with it. 


At first, the line is quiet for a beat too long, but then Apollo 
takes a sharp inhale. “Y-you don’t have to coddle me. I’m not a 
kid anymore.” 


“Of course, not.” Nahyuta’s hand is trembling, but there’s a 
smile tugging at the corner of his lips. 


Apollo “hmph’’s into the phone. “Well, since I know you like 
Burger Barn, I'll be a nice little brother and say we go there.” 


Again, the line goes quiet, the moment suspended on a 
tightrope until it's Nahyuta’s turn to take a sharp inhale. 


“T’ll meet you at your office in fifteen?” It’s a mundane 
enough thing to say, but Nahyuta nearly chokes on the words. 
Apollo agrees, his voice sounding just wobbly enough for 
Nahyuta to know he’s just as affected by their conversation as he 
IS. 


Nahyuta ends the call and stares at his phone and thinking, 
finally, he and his brother are speaking the same language. 
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N 
MEAN A LEDGE 


VOLATILE 


Klavier looks down at Vongole standing at his feet. Then he 
looks to Edgeworth, who nods at him, like a master would to his 
student, which is a very accurate comparison, given the nature of 
their meeting. 


Klavier takes a breath. “Sitz, Vongole.” 
Vongole doesn’t budge. 


The anticipation dissipates in the same way air raspberries out 
of a deflating balloon. Klavier makes what he deems to be an apt 
noise of frustration, an ugh that is both cathartic and fuel for 
further, verbal frustration: “I don’t understand!” he says. “She 
was never like this with Kristoph. And I’m using the exact same 
commands he did!” 


Edgeworth, in contrast to Klavier’s outburst, merely hums, 
thoughtful. He studies the disobedient hound. And then he says, 
“Sitz, Vongole,” and Vongole sits, prompt and prim, paws tucked 
neatly underneath her. 


She looks expectantly up at Edgeworth, as if she does this all 
the time. And she might have done, with Kris, but she never has 
with Klavier. Klavier scoffs, and Edgeworth shoots him a dry 
smile, sympathy hiding in those cracks there somewhere. 


“T think perhaps you weren’t being firm enough with her.” 
Edgeworth notes. “Too gentle. Or certainly more so than your 
brother. Ah— no, Pess, sweetheart—” 


Klavier laughs as Edgeworth’s dog sits also, and begins a sort 
of butt wiggle directed at her owner, as if she’s vibrating with 
the command he’d given Vongole. “She thinks she needs to sit 
too, does she?” Klavier asks. 


Edgeworth makes a face. “She has a habit of assuming I’m 
always giving her orders. Even when I’m decidedly not— she’s 
smart enough to know I was speaking to Vongole, for heaven’s 
sake.” 
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Klavier smiles to himself. Pess sounds like the dog version of 
a workaholic, and he wonders if his boss has ever heard of the 
phenomenon of dogs being uncanny canine versions of their 
owners. And then he looks back to Vongole, and how she’s 
turned away from him, and his smile fades. 


From one of his kitchen stools, Klavier asks, “What am I to 
do with you, Vongole?” 


Vongole sits on the tiles below, looking at him, unblinking. 
Her black eyes glitter through the fringe of her golden eyebrows 
like two pieces of flint. She’s a very handsome dog. Kris 
obviously kept her in the best condition he could— meaning 
near-perfect, if the certificates of her pedigree Klavier had 
received, along with the ownership transferral papers signed in 
his brother’s clinically-looped lettering, didn’t stress that alone. 


Klavier reaches out a hand. Vongole’s interest is piqued, and 
she leans forward to sniff it, but whatever she finds there she 
deems disappointing, because she soon returns to her previous 
bored slump. Three years, her birth certificate dates back to. 
Three years of being Kris’s companion. Klavier has no idea 
what sort of life his brother had Vongole living, and that’s one 
half of the problem. The other half is that whatever life it was, 
Klavier certainly isn’t providing her the same right now. But as 
much of a frustration as these things are, neither are a surprise— 
Kris always was stricter with the family dogs. The ones that 
preferred Kris tended to not know what to do with Klavier, a 
pattern from the past that Vongole has merely been echoing. 


Maybe that’s part of the reason why he doesn’t want to let her 
go. She reeks of an old familiarity he can no longer have. 


“T’m not going to send you away,” Klavier continues. “It 
seems that’s what you want,” and he knows that’s what he 
should do, 


given the circumstances in which Vongole had come to him, 
because you’re not supposed to cling to things once belonging to 
your now-murderer of a brother. “But you and I, we’re a little in 
the same boat, don’t you think?” 


Her head cocks to one side, ever so slightly. 
“T think you miss him. I—” 


Klavier swallows. He hasn’t admitted this to anyone, but who 
better to than the only other living thing that Kris had actually 
lived alongside, rather than through, and then left behind? 


“T think I miss him too.” 


She stares at him, and for a second, he thinks she’s about to 
step towards him. But then she’s standing, and he’s watching as 
she pads back to the front door of his apartment to sit, sentinel, 
once more. She always looks like she’s waiting for someone— 
Kris— to return, like this. 


Klavier leaves her shortly after. He spends the rest of the 
evening in the darkened lounge, plucking out old, sentimental 
melodies on his guitar and trying his best to swallow the guilt, 
over-large, from thinking they’d sound much better with the 
grand piano harmonies that once, way back when, accompanied 


them. Perhaps he and Vongole are playing similar forsaken parts. 


“You've changed your hair,” is the first thing Edgeworth says, 
once they’ve secured their usual patch of dog park to throw balls 
at for the dogs to fetch. After a manic spending spree in the 
petstore at the weekend, buying anything Vongole would look at 
for more than two flinty blinks in a desperate, albeit materialistic 
bid to get her to warm up to him, Klavier has brought along one 
of those ball throwers. Edgeworth is probably familiar with 
them— they’re the ones that have little egg cups at the end of a 
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long, flimsy stick, all of it designed with probably too much 
ergonomic precision to help you get more distance for your 
throw, more fetch for your dog. But also, Edgeworth probably 
doesn’t need it. Klavier had soon learned into their dog park 
trips that he’s got a good arm. 


Klavier’s hand instinctively reaches up to touch the subject of 
Edgeworth’s attention. It’s loose today, draping down both 
shoulders, and governed entirely by gravity and the light breeze 
in the air. In other words, it’s near enough completely un-styled. 


Kristoph used to say that long hair, if kept at all, should be 
kept styled, and he’d say this right before tsk-ing, ushering 
Klavier down into the quilted seat of his vanity dresser, and 
taking a brush to his hair. Klavier had remembered this as he’d 
gone to do his usual hair routine that morning, only to strike out 
at the last minute, something external and appraising, like a side- 
long glance, making him uncertain enough to do so. 


He goes to say something, but comes up short. 


“T doubt you’re looking for my opinion, but it frames your 
face well,” Edgeworth continues into the silence, bending down 
to clip the leashes off of Pess and Vongole, who immediately 
start vying for pets. “Is that how they phrase it? I wouldn’t 
know, I've had the same hairstyle all my life.” A corner of his 
mouth twitches in what Klavier has come to learn is his boss’s 
own version of a smile. “Regardless.” 


Klavier smiles back while the two dogs flutter at Edgeworth’s 
feet. “Regardless, thank you,” he says. “I’m not sure why I 
didn’t style it my usual way today. Something stopped me. 
Perhaps I just didn’t want to be late meeting you.” 


Edgeworth flicks him a look. “Don’t let me stop you, 
Klavier.” 


“Yes, well, I guess it’s probably about time I try something 
new with it, anyway.” 


“Why’s that?” 


Klavier shrugs a shoulder and smiles, aiming for easy-breezy. 
“Come on, Herr Edgeworth. You have to admit I am the spit of 
my brother with it like this. And that’s not the best of looks 
anymore, is it?” 


His aim misses. It comes out more like a verbal heavy hand, 
words encumbered with the weight of the entire six months 
bracketed by State v. Wright and State v. Misham, cases where, 
hidden unwritten in the gaps and yet centering the world’s stare 
like some awful stage Klavier was forced to be on by familial 
association, sat his brother’s name. 


“Ah,” Edgeworth eventually says. “So that’s what this is 
about.” He faces front into the open expanse that is the dog park 
and throws the ball into it. Pess and Vongole streak after it, like a 
pair of mad, blonde hares, and Edgeworth watches them go. 


“Klavier,” he continues, and Klavier swallows a dry throat. 
“Do you like your old hair?” 


He finds the brushing through and curling of it into its usual 
tight and regimented drill meditative, for want of a better word. 
Meditative, and rooted in nostalgia. And when it’s styled just-so, 
he doesn’t look in the mirror and see Kristoph as he and the rest 
of the world had last known him, on the witness stand admitting 
to murder and conspiracy. He looks in the mirror and sees what 
the rest of the world, if they ever saw it at all, has now cast out 
in contempt: his childhood, and the older brother he’d spent it 
with. 


The past doesn’t care what the present tries to rewrite. The 
past will leave its maudlin mark, and its victim will be left trying 
to relentlessly scrub out both it and the collateral staining guilt 
stamped in with it. And this is the painstaking lesson Klavier has 
been slowly learning over the past six months, and with 
Edgeworth’s simple question about aesthetics that they both 
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know runs much deeper than just aesthetics, this conclusion 
finally crystallises. 


He takes a breath. 


“Yes,” he replies, quietly. “I do.” Guilt bites at him for the 
concession, like the pain of a cut, but the rush of relief 
accompanying it is soothing, like an immediate salve. 


Edgeworth nods at him. “Then there’s your answer. Oh, don’t 
look at me like that. I promise you it’s that simple. After all,” he 
says, bending down as the dogs fast approach them, Vongole 
victorious. “No one sees my suit and cravat and thinks I’m von 
Karma. And if they do, they aren’t worth my minding.” 


Klavier wrestles with the concept of simplicity on a good day, 
let alone a day where his boss asks him to apply it to family and 
his identity, two things that have been tangled by the incessant 
conflict between sentimental attachment to his then and others’ 
expectations of his now. But after six months of a painstaking 
lesson— after six months of swallowing down every 
afterthought that has followed him styling his hair, him trying to 
get through to Vongole, him reaching out for the only good 
things his brother left behind for him before putting inch-thick 
tempered security glass between them— simplicity, delivered by 
a man he respects and admires, a man who has gone through 
stunningly similar qualms, is exactly what Klavier needs. And 
the tangled conflict will remain, because of course it will; but it 
at least feels lighter to hold in his tired, tired hands. 


He watches as Edgeworth deftly pries the ball from Vongole’s 
mouth. Instead of throwing it again, Edgeworth places it into 
Klavier’s hand. It’s feverishly damp, like Vongole has coughed 
up a dense tangle of her fur directly into his palm, and Klavier 
grimaces. 


“You throw it now,” Edgeworth says. “And without that 
ridiculous flinging device. It’s good if Vongole can smell you 


mixed in with her saliva on the ball, to build up that 
association.” 


As Klavier is looking at him skeptically, Vongole steps 
forward to bump her nose against his hand. Klavier jolts his 
attention towards her. She stares back at him, unblinking as ever, 
but then she bumps his hand again, and he thinks, okay. Okay. 


This is okay. 
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MIRROR IMAGE 


It is required by federal law that prisons allow inmates a 
minimum of two hours a day outdoors. Lana Skye had overseen 
the construction of a handful of penitentiaries in her time as 
chief prosecutor, all of which had included a courtyard of some 
sort. At the time, she had thought little of it. 


When she became a convict herself, however, she cherished 
the time spent amongst fresh air, a small escape from the 
monotony of her cell. Even then, though, she couldn’t help but 
feel that the “outside” accessible within prison walls didn’t 
compare to that experienced by the rest of the world. It is 
lonelier, surrounded by barbed wire and stone fences. 


It isn’t until nine years after her sentence began that she is 
released, and her suspicions are put to the test. 


The first thing she does with her newly returned freedom is 
cram herself into her sister’s used Toyota. It is, by no means, a 
luxurious vehicle: the air inside is stale, there is an unknown 
sticky substance coating the passenger seat door, and she counts 
no fewer than three bugs lying dead on the floor. 


And, inexplicably, she’s enamoured with every second of it. 


Storefronts flash by the window. She documents them in her 
mind as they disappear out of sight: a tattoo parlor, a drug store, 
and, to Lana’s great amusement, a pet psychic. Perhaps it should 
all be a bit overwhelming—the prison courtyard is nothing 
compared to the chaos of the real outside—but it’s not. She 
welcomes it. 


At a stoplight she spots a woman kneeling down on the 
sidewalk to tie her son’s shoe, and a sense of calm sinks into 
Lana’s skin. 


She just wishes the sentiment was shared by the car’s other 
passenger. 
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Ema sits behind the wheel, eyes glued to the road, and Lana 
can’t claim that the quiet that’s settled between them is natural, 
but she’s tried to allow it room to breathe all the same. Still, it 
refuses to dissipate. Perhaps it’s time to give it a gentle nudge in 
the right direction. 


“So,” Lana starts, picking her words with careful accuracy. It 
feels oddly reminiscent of her time behind the prosecutor’s 
bench. “What do you think of the new place?” 


The words hang in the air, a bit forced and unnatural. Ema 
had always been the better conversationalist of the two, so 
bubbly and full of curiosity for the world. That’s what nags at 
Lana the most, seeing her today. 


She would like to think that age has made her wise, or 
perhaps that the solitude allowed time for growth. She would 
like to indulge in all assortment of fantasies regarding the person 
she has become—that she is better for what has happened. 


The truth of the matter, however, is that nearly a decade sits in 
this car, and one way or another, she will have to contend with 
it. Of all the challenges she knows she will face now that she has 
reclaimed control of her life, this is the only one which leaves 
her unsure. But neither fear nor unfounded optimism will make 
that task any less monumental. She can only give it her best. 


The woman who finished her sentence today is not the same 
person that was put on trial. Sleep comes easier these days, she 
thinks. 


But her sister has changed, too. Lana watched it happen. 
Every time Ema had come to visit, she’d taken note of how her 
hair was a bit longer, face a tad more angular. Her baby sister 
had grown nearly three inches taller than her over the years. 


In some ways, they are strangers now. 


So perhaps she doesn’t have the right to claim to know what’s 
best for her sister when she’d watched this girl grow up behind a 
screen of glass, but something is wrong, and for the first time in 
too long, she can do something about it. It’s not a chance she 
plans to pass up. 


“Fine, mostly,” Ema clips back, eyes carefully focused on the 
yellow line in the center of the road. “The stove is shot and the 
landlord won’t fix it, so we gotta use a hot plate. Other than that 
it’s functional.” 


Lana frowns. She can only pray that Ema isn’t referring to the 
same hot plate she uses to heat various unnamed chemicals and 
lab experiments. 


They’d picked the apartment together—to the extent that they 
could with one of them still under the care of the state. With 
Ema only recently back in the country and Lana acclimating 
herself to the real world, living together felt like the obvious 
choice. And, she will admit that she isn’t ignorant that it’s an 
opportunity to make up for lost time. 


“Well, such are the joys of city life,” Lana says, a subtle 
upturn to her lips. “Nothing we can’t handle.” 


“Mim 99 


The conversational thread dies without an ounce of grace. In 
spite of her best laid plans, the awkward absence of sound 
returns with a vengeance, thick enough that Lana has to fight the 
urge to shift in her seat. 


Lana folds her legs beneath her, carefully tucking herself into 
the leather seating. Perhaps their history is a blessing at times 
like this; the strain between them is nothing new. The Skye 
sisters have a knack for forcing their way back into one 
another’s lives. 
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“And work?” She tries again, her tone painted with casual 
ease, even when Ema’s lips pull into a tight line. 


“Nothing new.” 


If it weren’t for the dread already building in her stomach, 
Lana might have been willing to take her sister’s words at face 
value. Ema takes a left turn as she speaks, smooth and 
unbothered. It’s a good lie—well executed. A skill Lana wishes 
she hadn’t been the one to teach, but one she’s grateful to 
recognize. 


“Is that so?” she questions, simply, and watches her sister go 
rigid. “I could have sworn the results of the forensics exam were 
released yesterday.” 


For the first time since their one-sided conversation began, 
Ema looks her in the eye. A tendon in her sister’s neck tightens 
as an awful mix of irritation and hurt lapse over her face. 


“How’d you know about that?” 


“T haven’t lost a// my sources to the real world, you know,” 
Lana shrugs. Ema’s gaze could cut steel, and she can’t help but 
laugh lightly. “You told me.” 


“T mean, sure, when I took it, but—” One hand 1s in the air, 
motioning wildly as she talks, while the other rests safely on the 
steering wheel. “That was six months ago. I didn’t expect you 
to—well—remember.” 


“Of course I remembered,” she shoots back, mildly offended. 
“You’ve been talking about being a forensic scientist since you 
were ten years old. This is important to you.” 


She hears Ema snort, and the sound rings hollow in her ears. 


“Yeah, well, you'll have to forgive me for being surprised,” 


she mutters, a mirthless humor punching behind each word. 
“But you don’t exactly have the best track record for being 
around.” 


Lana blinks. 


It’s a warm spring morning, not quite humid enough to worry 
about your thighs sticking to seats, but the sun shining through 
the windshield does make the car’s AC a welcome commodity. 
The air pulled in from outside carries the fading scent of freshly 
cut grass. 


Lana soaks in the details while the accusation settles over her, 
tamping down the instinctive frigid feeling that threatens to take 
control. 


They’ve had this argument before. Some days it seems as if 
they’ve finally exhausted it; others, it’s like a freshly opened 
wound. Lana doubts they’Il ever truly put it to rest. 


The distance she’d forced between them years ago is palpable 
now, suffocating the vehicle and its passengers in the process. 


“You’re right,” she concedes, exhaling slowly. Ema shoots her 
a wary look, eyes flicking away from the road and back again. 
“But I want to do better. At least give me the chance to try.” 


For a moment, Lana thinks her plea has fallen on deaf ears. 
Then, shoulders go slack, and Ema relents. 


“T didn’t pass,” she says. Her hands are tight on the wheel, 
knuckles a sickly white. “But it doesn’t matter. I have the 
detective gig and it all pays rent the same. Just drop it, alright?” 


Lana folds her hands in her lap. The solution seems simple 
enough. 


“You'll retake it next year. I'll help you.” 
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Ema quirks a brow. “Oh, I will?” 


There’s a warning in her voice that causes Lana to hesitate. 
She’d misstepped, so she should pull back; play it safe. Perhaps 
it’d be best to drop the subject entirely— to do as Ema says—if 
she wants to ensure the highest chance of success. There would 
be time to try again later, when her sister isn’t already on the 
defensive. 


But she doesn’t. She pushes forward anyways towards certain 
destruction. 


“Of course. Why wouldn’t you? It's not like you’ve ever given 
up easily.” 


The look Ema shoots her is a desert frozen over. She’d always 
had a temper—a side effect of her boundless energy, Lana 
supposes. But it’s not the temper that shocks her. 


It’s the lack of passion. This anger is a cold, detached thing. 
Icy to its core. 


And it is the winter that has taken hold of her sister that 
makes Lana all the more determined to test her limits. Facing it 
feels far too familiar. Like looking in the mirror at the woman 
she isn’t anymore. 


“T’m not giving up. I didn’t make the cut,” Ema sneers, 
pulling to a stop at a red light with careful precision. “And I’m 
not going to make a bigger fool of myself by not knowing when 
to quit.” 


“Oh, please,’ Lana snaps, her voice harsher than she’d 
intended. “What sort of excuse is that?” 


She doesn’t mean to lose her composure, but the course of 
their conversation has taken a turn down memories she’d prefer 
to leave undisturbed. 


For a moment, Lana is twenty-something again, looking a lot 
like Ema does now. Starry-eyed and seated in her college’s 
library, books are scattered around her, filled with dry texts she’d 
read from cover to cover. A girl with brown hair and 
determination in her blood sits across from her, lifting up a flash 
card with a latin term written across the front. Lana rattles off 
the definition without missing a beat. 


They were going to change the world. They had been so sure 
of it. 


They were naive, though, or maybe just unlucky, and in the 
end hope hadn’t gotten either of them anywhere. 


But that doesn't mean she has to let her sister suffer the same 
fate, not when she has the opportunity to steer her in the right 
direction. 


“You still want to be a forensic scientist, correct?” she asks. 
Ema shoots her a petulant look through the rear view mirror. 


“What I want doesn’t matter,” she retorts. “Wanting 
something doesn’t change what happened.” 


“But you do? You still want it?” Lana insists, brushing 
immediately past Ema’s protests. 


She lets silence fill the car. It reminds her of depositions back 
in the day—a waiting game of who will break the emptiness 
first. 


Ema’s patience runs out long before her’s does. Another 
benefit of time served, she thinks. 


“T mean, yeah, but—” 


“Then be one,” Lana cuts in once again, sturdy and sure. 
“Don’t settle for anything less.” 
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Ema’s expression contorts into something caught between 
frustration and pain. “You’re not listening,” she says. “I—I 
can’t, I didn’t pass. They—” 


Something hitches in her sister’s throat, air coming out her 
lungs fragile and broken. It’s a long moment before she recovers 
enough to speak again. 


“They didn’t want me.” 


Buildings flash by the window, tall structures packed tightly 
together. They’re in the heart of the city now, and the car rolls to 
a stop among the downtown traffic. 


“Of course they don’t,” Lana smiles at her, small and a bit 
sad. “They never do, not when it’s someone like you. Someone 
who wants to change things for the better. Those are the people 
they fight the hardest against—always have. 


“T... I wanted to shield you from that—the reality of things. 
But leaving you in the dark has never protected you from getting 
hurt. I should have realized that sooner.” 


Ema is watching her with careful precision now. With the 
lunch rush bringing their commute to a halt, Lana has her full 
attention. 


“The system you're trying to join is damaged. That’s the bitter 
truth of it. But you aren’t powerless against it, either,” Lana 
says, and feels her throat tighten. “It's just that... 1f you want the 
chance to change things, you’ll have to take it by force.” 


Another shaky breath escapes her sister and her eyebrows 
pinch together. “I... I’m just so tired. It’s all so—so big and I’m 
only one person, Lana.” 


“IT know, believe me, I know. It’s still your choice, and no 
matter what you decide, Ill support you,” she says. “But if you 


still want this, though... don’t throw in the towel because you're 
scared you'll fail. You have this in you— I know you do.” 


Ema frowns, huffing a breath. “And how can you know that?” 


Cars are starting to move again. Lana watches brake lights 
flick off one by one before them. Closing her eyes, she tilts her 
head skyward. 


She can’t blame Ema for asking. Some days, she wonders the 
same thing herself. It’s ironic, really, that prison took a cynic and 
turned her into a believer. 


She settles for the best answer she can give. “Call it a sister’s 
intuition.” 


And Ema laughs, a real, genuine laugh. It’s a warm sound; 
Lana has missed it. 


“Of course,” she teases, rolling her eyes. “Sounds scientific 
enough to me.” 


Lana hides her own smile behind a hand, turning her face 
towards the passenger window. “You taught me well.” 


Another quiet moment takes over the car, but for the first time 
since her release, it feels comfortable. Peaceful, even. 


“You really think P’1l— we’ll be okay?” Ema asks, cutting 
through the silence. She doesn’t sound completely convinced, 
and Lana can’t blame her for that. She’s been let down before. 


But Ema had believed in her, years ago, and the time has 
come for Lana to return the favor. She can hope enough for both 
of them. 


sad Irena 


The tension doesn’t melt off her sister’s shoulders. It doesn’t 
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disappear to reveal the same girl she’d left behind nearly ten 
years ago. But her breathing comes easier and, for now, that’s 
enough. 


Ema slides one hand from the wheel to the console, and Lana 
feels her fingers intertwine with her own. It’s an awkward, 
stunted movement; they’re both out of practice. 


It’s familiar, though. Nine years, and her sister’s hand still 
feels the same. 
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THE TASTE OF TRUTH 


“The truth isn’t going to come to you in an office chair, 
especially not one with that kind of back support.” 


Diego’s been staring at the back of Mia Fey’s head for what 
feels like an hour now, though it realistically can’t have been 
more than a minute or so. He has his own cases to research, his 
own leads to chase through the wild jungle of Grossberg’s 
untamed filing cabinets, but with less than a week before her 
first trial, he feels... a compelling urge to prevent her from 
getting lost in the weeds. 


“And it’s not going to come to you hanging off of yours like a 
middle school delinquent,” she retorts. He doesn’t have to be 
able to see her face to know that the words had slipped out 
without her permission; he can picture the way she’s scowling 
furiously through her embarrassment. 


Of course, he finds her charming, but he’ll let her stew in that 
a little while longer. 


“Keep that wit sharp,” he teases, hopping out of his seat to 
lean against her desk. He’d been right—her face is still red, her 
eyebrows still drawn together. “You’re going to need it to cover 
you after you pass out from overwork.” 


“T know my limits, Mr. Armando.” She rolls her eyes, but he’s 
paid enough attention to know that the way she’s biting the 
inside of her lip is suppressing a smile. “You should get back to 
work.” 


He laughs and clutches a hand to his chest in mock agony. 
“You're cruel to me, kitten.” 


She mumbles something under her breath—he’s certain it 
would be scathing if she worked up the nerve to say it to his 
face. He hopes she does someday. 
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“For what it’s worth,” he says as he settles back into his chair, 
“In a few years, I have no doubt that you '// be the finest attorney 
here.” 


“After you retire, you mean?” Her voice is heavy with 
sarcasm, but underneath that... 


“No.” He turns away from her; if she sees him looking at her, 
she might think he’s joking. He’s only ever been able to tell the 
truth when he can’t see its impact. “Youll claw your way to the 
head of the pack with ease. Just spare a thought for your poor 
friend when you’re running this place, alright?” 


She doesn’t say anything, but that’s alright. He’s already said 
everything he wanted to. 


The detention center isn’t quite as bad as Godot might have 
expected. When he’d been a defense attorney, he’d considered 
what it might be like to be behind these walls, trapped in a 
narrow room with hardly a ray of sunshine to peek through. 
He’d considered what it might be like to be separated from the 
rest of the world by a sheet of glass, touching no one except 
through the heavy pressure of a guard’s hand on his arm. 


As it turns out, it’s not much different from living life in a 
mask. 


The chair in his so-called waiting room isn’t so bad once he’s 
tipped it against the wall. There are one hundred and two cracks 
in the ceiling; if this is a sign from God, it’s far from subtle. 


When he’d looked at himself in the mirror the morning before 
the trial, he hadn’t seen much of a difference between his current 
appearance and the way he’d been as Diego Armando. There 
was an inversion, sure, and the mask had been undeniable even 
to a man used to deluding himself, but... Well, he’d still thought 


of himself as tied to that man. 


But his shirt is teal, his tie white. Just because he’d felt like 
red might be a color that could still exist in his world prior to 
meeting Trite... That doesn’t mean that it’s true. 


As it turns out, giving himself a new name doesn’t mean that 
he’s only hiding from the rest of the world. A disguise that 
protects him so thoroughly that Diego Armando is dead to the 
world only means that he isn t Diego Armando any longer. 


He doesn’t deserve to be. 


When Diego Armando had gone on his first date with Mia 
Fey, he had been over the moon. He’d been confident, of 
course—arrogant, even—but a woman that could take a beating 
like the Fawles case and still get up in the morning? That took 
an incredible amount of guts. That she’d been willing to extend 
that gumption to taking a chance on him had meant more than 
he’d ever been able to say. 


“Diego!” she’d called, embarrassed and rolling her eyes like 
she always had when he’d gotten a little too grandiose. He’d 
badgered her into stopping at a farmer’s market and letting him 
buy her flowers, only to come away with three separate 
bouquets. She’d smiled beneath that, and he’d sworn to himself 
that he would do whatever it took to keep it there. 


Except he’d broken that promise about twenty times over 
since he’d woken up from his coma. Neither Diego nor 
Armando deserve to be sullied by the truth of a man like Godot. 


Mia wouldn’t have wanted him to become a perpetrator of the 
injustice she’d fought all her life. When had he forgotten that? 


Mia, who had given Fawles her all when any other lawyer 
would have called him as good as done for. Mia, who had been 
scared stiff at the very idea of her first trial—who had been 
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terrified of her own client—but had unearthed more of the truth 
than anyone could have possibly expected her to. Hell, she 
might have even beaten that Edgeworth kid had it not been for 
her. 


Mia had been a lawyer without parallel, a woman who would 
do anything for the sake of truth. What might have happened if 
he had helped her take down that woman instead of naively 
believing that silence was assistance? If he had helped her 
flourish instead of leaving her in the lurch? If he hadn't given 
Fawles his damned coffee? 


What wouldn’t he give to do things over and ensure that 
Dahlia Hawthorne had never had the chance to cause Mia pain, 
both before and after her execution? 


Even in the afterlife, she’s still taking care of problems that he 
had helped create. 


But here in this holding cell, Godot counts and recounts the 
cracks on the ceiling until footsteps approach, careful but heavy. 


“Uh, hey there, pal.” Godot can’t see him with his face tilted 
toward the ceiling, but he can picture Gumshoe’s face, abashed 
with only a thin veneer of professionalism to cover it. It’s... 
charming, how open he is. Godot wishes he could emulate it. 
“Time to get movin’.” 

“Tsn’t 1t always?” He laughs, bitter and dark as the coffee he 
can no longer taste. “Seasons change, the tides ebb and flow, and 
it’s time for the former Prosecutor Godot to move on.” 


He tilts his chin back down, sees Gumshoe lurking at the 
entrance like an apologetic boogeyman. The detective shuffles 
his feet and tilts his head, pensive, before replying, “I think I get 
what you’re sayin’. And for what it’s worth, I’m real sorry, pal.” 


The laughter spills from Godot’s mouth unbidden, and he 
finds he can’t stop it even if he wants to. “Aren’t we all?” 
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“Yeah.” A guard outside coughs, clearly in a hurry to get back 
on schedule, and Gumshoe shuffles his feet again. “Sorry to ask 
again, but we really gotta get a move on...” 


“Say no more. We’re all in a rush to be going nowhere.” 


The chair sets back down on all four legs with a clatter, and 
Godot steadies it with a hand as he gets up. At least he won’t 
make a mess of this before he goes. 


Gumshoe’s doing his best to smile, and Godot wonders if he’s 
this nice to everyone he transports, or if he reserves his kindness 
for people who have made him coffee. 


Either way, it’s... almost nice, seeing a face this friendly 
before the end. He wishes he was good enough to deserve a 
mercy like this. 


Maybe it’s been a light week; either way, Godot is the only 
prisoner in need of transport today, so he gets to sit in the back 
of Gumshoe’s car, a guard on his left and another in the 
passenger seat. Gumshoe turns on the radio to a music station, 
which is against protocol, but Godot appreciates the sugar-sweet 
scratching of a pointless pop song more than he can say. 


Maybe Gumshoe knows that. Maybe he just likes the song. 


They turn the corner, and Godot sees the courthouse for 
what’s almost certainly the last time. Before he’d taken up the 
prosecutor’s mantle, desperate for a twisted revenge cloaked in 
the visage of justice, he’d stood on the steps and imagined what 
Mia had been thinking when she’d defended Trite—Wright. 


He’d reviewed the case so often that he had it all memorized. 
Dahlia Hawthorne... According to Grossberg’s notes in the case 
files, Mia had faced her down again to get justice for him. How 
had she felt, seeing the woman who was so determined to make 
her life hell? 
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He shouldn’t have been stupid enough to let the same trick 
happen twice, but Diego Armando had always been far more 
idealistic than he’d liked to let on. Godot, as it turns out, 1s just 
the opposite, too bitter and twisted to see the truth right in front 
of his eyes. 


He’s been failing Mia ever since he met her. 


And as the roads of Los Angeles race by, Godot lets his head 
fall back against the seat and hopes that with enough reflection, 
he’ll be worthy of seeing Mia one last time before the end. He’s 
made many mistakes, but she’ll always be the best risk he’s ever 
taken. 


Even if she finds him wanting, though, he can rest easy 
knowing that Wright and Maya are out there, carrying her legacy 
forward with pride. 


For once, the truth doesn’t taste quite so bitter in his mouth. 
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Edgeworth’s door closes on Simon resoundingly, sealing 
Simon’s fate. Gritting his teeth, Simon turns sharply and heads 
toward his office. 


“Where does he get off making judgement calls on how I’m 
doing?” he mutters to himself, irate. “Just because he’s*chief 
prosecutor, he gets to tell ws what to do?” 


Thats literally his job, Simon, a mental voice that sounds like 
Athena chides him. 


“Bah,” Simon replies, scowling. 


Still stewing, Simon stalks into his office and stops short. 
Only years of hard-won, patented stoniness keep his jaw from 
dropping. 


Prosecutor Gavin is cuddling his bird. 


“Who’s a good boy? Ja! You are, Herr Hawk!” Gavin coos, 
scratching under Taka’s beak. One arm supports Taka’s 
underside as the bird leans into his fingers, his eyes slipping 
closed with pleasure. 


Taka makes a shrill, hacking noise that Simon has learned 
over years—years!—means the bird is in the throes of 
happiness. 


No one has any sense of loyalty anymore, not even his bird, it 
seems. 


Simon clears his throat loudly, and Gavin whips around, a 
sheepish smile already plastered to his face. Taka flies out of his 
arms and lands on Simon’s shoulder, looking completely 
unapologetic at the look Simon gives him. 


“Ah, sorry, Herr Blackquill,” Gavin says. “Your bird is very 
cute.” 
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“Cute,” Simon echoes flatly. Taka pecks at his cheek hard, 
and he hisses, glaring at the bird. 


“Very cute,” Gavin repeats, grinning at the interaction. 
Strangely, Simon’s cheeks warm. 


“Why are you in my office, Gavin-dono?” 


Gavin shakes his head, his mouth tightening imperceptibly. 
“Please, call me Klavier.” 


Understandable, perhaps, given the history of that name. 
Simon raises an eyebrow. “Why are you in my office, Klavier- 
dono?” he repeats firmly. 


Klavier chuckles. “I’m doing this all wrong, aren’t I?” He 
smiles winningly. “I was wondering, Herr Blackquill, if you 
might want to accompany me for dinner? I know you haven’t 
eaten yet.” 


Simon frowns, considering. What is Klavier’s angle? “TI 
appreciate the offer,” he says slowly, “but I have work to do.” 


Klavier smirks at him knowingly; Simon bristles. “Didn’t 
Herr Edgeworth kick you out of the office for a week?” 


“How did you—* Simon’s lips purse around a sneer. “He 
forced you to take a vacation, too, didn’t he.” Now that Simon 
looks closer, Klavier looks pale and exhausted, purple rimming 
his eyes that even artful eye makeup can’t hide. 


Klavier makes a little air guitar motion, and he flips his 
ponytail. “Indeed. I overheard you getting the same dressing 
down, and I thought we might spend the evening bemoaning our 
fates over lasagna and wine.” 


Simon’s stomach growls loudly. 
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Klavier snorts, eyes dancing with mirth. “T’ll take that as a 
yes. Chop chop, Herr Samurai, time’s a-wasting!” 


Simon bares his teeth at the nickname, but subsides. He is 
hungry, and whatever Klavier wants, at least he can get a meal 
out of it. “You’re paying.” 


Infuriatingly, Klavier doesn’t look fazed. Rich people, Simon 
thinks, mildly disgusted. 


The restaurant Klavier chooses is only a short walk away 
from the Prosecutor’s office. Simon tries not to look 
overwhelmed by the minimalist look. The tables are embedded 
with tablets of some sort that Simon has never seen before, and 
as they’re seated, Taka settling into his lap for a nap, Simon 
realizes with a jolt that he’s expected to place an order with it. 


He watches Klavier as the other man deliberates over the 
menu, trying to figure out how to use it. A few taps of the screen 
yield him nothing. Damn it. 


“Klavier-dono, could you help me order?” he asks finally. 


Klavier looks up, surprised. “Oh, of course!” He grins, 
teasing. “Somewhat of a technophobe, are you, Herr Blackquill? 
I don’t think there’s a restaurant in town that doesn’t use these.” 


Simon grimaces. He doesn’t want to say it, but he’s also not 
one to pull punches. “When did they start implementing them?” 
he asks. 


“When?” Klavier’s brow furrows with confusion. “Around 
five years ago—” He blanches, the blood draining from his face. 
“Oh.” 


Horror dawns in his eyes. Simon waits it out. It’s not the first 
time that someone has looked at him like that, and it definitely 
won’t be the last. 
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“Would you please order for me before I start regretting this?” 
Simon grits out, suddenly impossibly tired. The skin at his wrists 
itches. 


Klavier gathers himself with a speed that surprises Simon. 
“Of course,” he says, face smoothing. He pecks at the tablet, 
sending off their order in a few seconds. Simon watches and 
commits the motions to memory. He’ll be going out more, 
probably; he should learn. 


The thought is strange. He was Number 12 for so long. Now 
he gets to be the kind of person who’s...just a person. Someone 
who does things like go out to nice restaurants and, well, choose 
his own food. 


Across the table, Klavier’s gaze flicker to his wrists. Simon 
realizes he’s rubbing at his right one, and he forces himself to 
separate his hands. He picks up a fork. 


Klavier opens his mouth, then closes it. He bites his lip. 


Simon sets it down hard. “If you have something to ask, just 
ask,” he snaps. 


Usually, this makes people uncomfortable enough to back 
down and awkwardly change the subject. 


Instead, Klavier’s jaw sets. “What was it like?” he asks. 
Ah, there it is. This is what this whole dinner is about, then. 


It’s not an unexpected question at all but for how 
straightforward it is, and it doesn’t carry the characteristic 
gossip-seeking airiness or overwrought pity with which 
everyone else in L.A.’s legal world has approached Simon. Still, 
Simon rankles. 


He takes a sip of his wine. “What do you want me to tell 
you?” he says coolly. “What you want to hear, or the truth?” 
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Klavier pauses, eyes going sharp and almost ashamed, like 
he’s just realized the magnitude of what he’s asked. He’s silent 
for a long moment as he weighs his words carefully. “Whatever 
you want to tell me,” he says softly. “Which could be nothing. 
I’m sorry, that was rude of me to ask.” 


Simon leans back, surprised. 


Hmm. He thinks he’s misjudged Klavier. There’s genuine 
compassion underlying Klavier’s words, a will to truly 
understand in a way that seems to respect Simon’s boundaries. 


As the waiter arrives with their food, Simon lets himself 
consider the question. 


“It was...bad,” he says finally. Klavier pauses mid-chew. 
Simon takes a bite of his food before he continues—it’s good. 


“It was bad,” Simon repeats. “It was...lonely. You make 
friends in there—more than friends, actually. Comrades. Family. 
People who understand what you’re going through in ways no 
one else could.” He clenches his hands around his spoon, careful 
to hide the trembling of his fingers. “Even still, you never forget 
that the world leaves you behind.” 


Klavier’s face has gone grey, but his eyes are trained on 
Simon, intent. 


“T don’t think people realize how dehumanizing it is to be in 
there,” Simon continues. “You’re trapped in a place where time 
doesn’t move. Days and weeks become abstract, and it’s 
agonizing because you know there’s a time coming where either 
you'll end up dead, or you might be free. I was headed for the 
former, as you might recall.” He takes a few more bites. 


“But even after the trial was over,” Simon says, “I wasn’t 
excited. I had been locked up for for so long that I couldn’t think 
beyond my goals to protect Athena and reveal the Phantom. I 
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didn’t remember what it was like to be really free.” Simon looks 
down. “T still don’t.” 


Klavier’s eyes flick down. “Is that why you do that?” he 
murmurs. 


Simon frowns. “Do what?” 


“The way you rest your hands.” Klavier’s mouth twists as he 
mimics the motion, clenching his hands into fists and resting 
them on their sides, close to each other. “It’s like you’re 
expecting to be in shackles.” 


“Oh,” Simon says, taken aback. “T...I hadn’t realized.” 


Klavier looks down at his wine glass, tracing the rim with a 
long finger. “Is there any justice in it?” he asks abruptly. “Being 
locked away. Did you see it change people? Set them on the 
right path?” 


Simon tilts his head. “For those who were innocent, it does 
nothing but destroy them,” he says bluntly. “And there are far, 
far more like me than you might imagine. The Dark Age started 
long before I was imprisoned, Klavier-dono. Long before our 
current law system was even established, even.” 


“What about the ones who were guilty?” Klavier asks. 


Simon purses his lips. “For people like your brother?” he 
Says. 


Klavier flinches. 


“And my sister,” Simon adds; Klavier nods, gratified by the 
addition. Simon ponders. “Repentance is individual,” he says 
slowly, “and I certainly saw people regret their actions. But 
imprisonment hurt them in ways that left deeper scars than what 
they supposedly needed to do to atone ‘properly.’” Simon says 
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the last word in air quotes. “I think prison is abhorrent, Klavier- 
dono. And that’s not even speaking about those being put to 
death at the end of it.” 


Klavier’s shoulders tense “I know Kris—he did monstrous 
things,” he whispers. “He hurt a lot of people. But is it right for 
him to be condemned to death? For him to have no chance to 
enact atonement?” 


Simon watches him carefully. “If you were to ask if it were 
justice that a man be put to death by the state, I would ask you 
what kind of society we are to consider nothing but the worst 
kind of punitive action as a measure of the fairness of our legal 
system.” He takes a sip of his wine. “But that’s not what you’re 
asking, 1s it.” 


Klavier looks up, eyes haunted. “No. I’m asking if he 
deserves it.” 


Simon exhales slowly through his nose. “What do you think?” 
Klavier falters. “I don’t know.” 


A lie. Simon can read the truth in his eyes, the agonized eyes 
of a little boy wishing his big brother could come home and tell 
him everything was alright. 


“Tt’s not a question of whether or not he deserves it,” Simon 
says firmly, taking pity on Klavier. “Execution sets a dangerous 
precedent. Manufacture a crime severe enough, whether it’s true 
or not, and anyone could be killed without consequence under 
the law.” 


Misery and guilt and bone-deep exhaustion sluice off Klavier 
in waves. Simon can suddenly, almost tangibly see the thoughts 
that must keep the other man sleepless. 
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Klavier sighs. “I’m sorry,” he says. “I swear, I didn’t intend 
tonight to go like this. Thank you for indulging me.” 


Simon shrugs. “It wasn’t a bad conversation,” he says lightly. 
Klavier sends him a wan smile. 


When they finish their meal, the sun has set, night settling 
over the city like a blanket. Klavier and Simon both dawdle, 
watching each other uncertainly, neither wanting to be alone. 


“Come over,” Simon says finally. “You can sleep at my 
place.” 


“Tt’s been a while since I’ve been to a sleepover!” Klavier 
exclaims brightly. His eyes are grateful. 


Simon’s apartment is the bottom floor of a house, rented for 
cheap by L.A. standards in exchange for the cleaning and 
cooking he sometimes does for the elderly landlords next door. 
The air is warm when they enter, and Simon goes to open the 
window a crack, letting what passes as a cool breeze for this 
time of year enter the apartment. As he does, Taka flies off his 
shoulder to his perch next to the couch. He settles and begins to 
preen his wings. 


Behind them, Klavier toes off his shoes and gingerly steps in, 
eyes taking in the cluttered but neat space. The silence between 
them feels fragile, profound. Afraid to break it, Simon slumps 
onto the couch and gestures Klavier over wordlessly, and the 
prosecutor sits down beside him, only inches separating their 
shoulders. Klavier reaches up and undoes his ponytail, running 
his fingers through it to separate the strands and rubbing at his 
scalp, presumably to ward off a headache. 


With his hair loose and spilling around his shoulders, he 
looks...young. Pretty. 
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Simon looks away hurriedly and lets his own ponytail out. He 


catches Klavier’s gaze, the soft quirk of his lip. “What?” 


“Rapunzel, Rapunzel, let down your hair,” Klavier murmurs, 
teasing. “It’s so long.” 


Simon shrugs. “I didn’t get the chance to cut it in prison, and 
when I got out, I liked it too much to let it go.” 


“Tt’s quite lovely,” Klavier says, earnest. Simon coughs, but 
he doesn’t look away this time. 


“As is yours,” he says, keeping his gaze locked with 
Klavier’s, and he’s treated to the sight of a faint flush rising to 
Klavier’s cheeks. Simon snorts, amused. “You can dish it but 
you can’t take it, huh.” 


Klavier’s nose wrinkles. “I wasn’t expecting it!” he 
complains. “You forget that I’m a rockstar, Simon. I’m used to 
most people fawning over my dashing looks, but I’ve found 
those in the legal world to be far more...” 


“Professional? Level-headed? Sensible?” 


Klavier mock-pouts. “I was going to say ‘lacking in good 
taste.’” 


Simon can’t help it; he laughs. 
Klavier looks delighted. Simon chooses not to think about it. 


“When was the last time you slept properly?” Klavier asks 
after a while. 


“A week. Maybe two,” Simon says around a yawn. “I 
am...tired,” he confesses, eyes burning. 


“Same.” Klavier exhales softly. “I wish I could stop thinking. 


I wish I could rest.” 
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Finally, finally, Simon lets his eyes slip closed. 


Simon moves a little closer. Their shoulders brush, and And he rests. 
Klavier sighs like the touch has released something in him. He 
slumps down, head resting firmly against the top of the couch 
now. 


“You can here,” Simon murmurs, the quiet rendering him 
loose and almost tender. ““You’re safe.” 


“Mm.” Klavier’s breaths turn slow. 


Seconds pass, then minutes, then perhaps even hours. 
Through the window, Simon watches the night drift by, clouds 
covering and uncovering the moon. As the clock ticks, his eyes 
droop, and he relaxes back into the couch. 


A weight drops against his shoulder, warm and solid, and he 
opens his eyes. Klavier is leaning against him, eyelids fluttering 
as he breathes 1n soft and slow. Simon watches him for a long 
moment, something settling in his chest. Exhaustion blankets 
him in its pillowy embrace. 


On his perch, Taka shifts, fluffing out his feathers. In the quiet 
shrouding the apartment, the hawk relaxes and tucks his head 
into the soft, downy feathers near the top of his wing. Taka is a 
silhouette in the darkness, drowsy but standing guard like he 
always does. 


The last remnants of tension drain out of Simon’s body. 
Slowly, he tilts his head and rests it against Klavier’s, letting 
himself seek the comfort despite how foreign it feels. 


He can feel the way sleep pulls at his eyelids with tiny, 
insistent fingers, the way he sinks into the heat of Klavier’s 
body. Simon lets go. 
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TRANSTRUCY 


If there is anything Klavier can count on in life, it’s 
paperwork. 


And death, but he doesn’t like dwelling on that too much. 


Each case brings more forms, more reports, more papers to fill 
out, type up, sign with a squiggle none of his fans would 
recognize. 


He grips his pen in his hand. Former fans. He is no longer a 
rock star. He is no longer a musician. He is Prosecutor Klavier 
Gavin. Full stop. 


Klavier taps his pen against the desk as he reads over his 
newest case. When it begins to sound too much like a rhythm, a 
drumbeat, he tosses it aside. 


Prosecutor, he reminds himself. Just prosecutor. 


He grips the paper between his hands to stop tapping. Forces 
his leg to still, his foot to stay silent. He should be better at 
this—he should be fine. 


There’s a knock at the door, so rhythmic Klavier wants to tear 
his hair out. But he doesn’t. He sits straighter and calls out, 
“Eintreten.” 


The door opens a sliver, and Sebastian peeks in. “You know, 
the German is unnecessary.” 


“Ich glaube nicht,” Klavier says, just to annoy him. Sebastian 
wrinkles his nose. “What did you need?” 


“Um...” Sebastian slides into Klavier’s office, as if opening 
the door anymore will burn him. “It’s less of a need and more 
of...a question.” 


“Same thing, ja?” 
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“Uh, nein? It’s kind of personal.” 


Klavier blinks at Sebastian. And, despite standing, Sebastian 
gives the impression that he is uncomfortably squirming in his 
seat. 


“Personal?” Klavier repeats. 


Sebastian nods, and Klavier almost wants to ask again. Or 
take Sebastian’s temperature. In the time Klavier has worked 
with him, Sebastian has never done personal; not at the office, 
anyway. His hard-line between Prosecutor Debeste and 
Sebastian is rivaled only by Chief Prosecutor Edgeworth— 
which Klavier assumes is a trait passed down through 
mentorship. 


If Klavier wants to know something personal about Sebastian, 
he asks it strictly off hours. And, sometimes, with a little bit of 
bribing. He doesn’t keep German sweets around for himself. 


Sebastian starts to shuffle toward the door, clearly taking 
Klavier’s extended silence as a rejection. 


“Ask,” Klavier bursts out, startling Sebastian like a deer. “Ask 
away. Ask anything you want.” Anything to keep the silence 
away. Anything to keep Klavier grounded here, in this moment, 
in the prosecutor’s office where he is a prosecutor who 
prosecutes people. 


“T was in the break room,” Sebastian says, fiddling with his 
baton. 


“You can sit,” Klavier interrupts. He traded the speakers for 
sensible office furniture. One less reminder. 


Sebastian leans against the edge of a table. “Did you eat 
today?” 
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Klavier glances at the clock. “Not hungry. You were in the 
break room, eating, I presume.” 


“Nice guess.” 
“T am a prosecutor.” 
Sebastian looks down at the baton in his hands. “You are.” 


Klavier suddenly gets a distinct impression that he’s not going 
to enjoy the direction this is headed. “So...the break room, ja?” 


“Ja,” Sebastian copycats absentmindedly. “Do you know 
Prosecutor Newman? He’s new. Ish. It’s been a while, actually. I 
don’t know why I said he was new.” Sebastian bends his baton. 


“IT know of him, but we haven’t spoken.” Which wasn’t like 
Klavier, who was always making friends and getting into other 
people’s business. He hasn’t felt that way in a while. Maybe that 
was an old Klavier, and this 1s a new one. This is just who he 1s 
now. 


Sebastian hums. “Prosecutor Newman was talking about how 
nice it is that your floor is so much quieter now.” 


Klavier’s breath catches in his throat. He picks up a pen and 
randomly signs a piece of paper. He’ll figure out what it was 
later. “Did he? He could’ve filed a noise complaint before.” 


Sebastian gives Klavier a sideways look. “Why would he?” 
“He said the quiet was nice.” 


“T didn’t notice,” Sebastian admits. “Not until he said 
something. He mentioned it about an hour ago, and it’s been 
bothering me ever since.” 


Klavier furrows his eyebrows. “Bothering you? Kleiner 
Krabbe, why would that bother you?” 
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“Because I miss the music.” 
Klavier can’t help but snort. “Sure you do.” 


Sebastian stands. Klavier still has several inches on him, but 
when he’s sitting and Sebastian is looming over his desk, it’s 
hard not to notice Sebastian can have an imposing silhouette 
when he wants. 


“What is that supposed to mean?” Sebastian asks. He notes 
Klavier’s papers and then places his baton on the desk. 


“You've always hated my music,” Klavier says. “You have 
never once enjoyed it. Or anything I like.” 


“T like plenty of things you like!” Sebastian protests. “Like 
those colorful little rice cakes Kay always gets us—” 


“T meant musically, Debeste. We are on opposite sides of a 
musical spectrum. Do you not remember our argument over 


Tchaikovsky freshman year?” Klavier rests his chin on his hand. 


“T still think you’re wrong.” 


“Tchaikovsky isn’t boring,” Sebastian protests. “Just because 
he’s a well-known—” He holds up a hand and shakes his head. 
“Nope, I’m not falling for that.” 


“Why not?” Klavier asks with a fake pout. “I enjoy hearing 
you rant about classical musicians I do not care for.” 


“Romantic,” Sebastian immediately corrects. 


Klavier presses a hand to his chest. “Ich bitte um 
Entschuldigung. Konnt Ihr mir diese Dummheiten verzeihen?” 


Sebastian rolls his eyes. “There’s no need to be dramatic—” 


“Says the man who enjoys music with cannons!” 
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“As if that isn’t something that you would do!” 


Klavier pulls back sharply, pointedly staring at his file 
cabinets. “Would have done,” he corrects cooly. 


“Yeah,” Sebastian says, “because you decided to dump your 
guitars in the trash and call it quits.” He gestures at Klavier’s 
empty wall. 


“Because I would have no reason to do that after my best 
friend and band member murdered someone during one of our 
concerts. And half my fans think it’s a cool thing to tell me how 
much they miss Daryan—” 


Sebastian presses the base of his palms to his temples. “I’m 
not talking about Daryan I’m talking about you—” 


“And what about you; you still play piano!” Klavier throws an 
arm in Sebastian’s direction. “How can you even manage when 
your father—” 


Sebastian’s face turns red. “Do not—” 


“What?” Klavier snaps. “You’re allowed to bring up my 
personal life but I’m not about to bring up yours? Who do you 
even think you are to tell me what I can and can’t do—we aren’t 
friends!” 


Sebastian steps back like he’s been burned. 


“If anyone could understand at all what I was feeling right 
now,” Klavier snarls, “I would’ve thought it was you. But 
instead, you’re in my office telling me I’m living my life 
wrong.” 


There’s a sharp double knock on the door. It creaks open a 
crack. “Gavin-Dono, your sound-proofing is down,” Simon 
Blackquill says. He nods at Sebastian. He closes the door. 
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“Ah yes, thank you, Prosecutor Debeste, for airing my dirty 
laundry to our place of employment,” Klavier hisses. “Like I 
need anyone else questioning my ability to do my job.” 


Sebastian starts. “No one thinks—” 


Klavier shoots him a sharp, icy look and Sebastian goes quiet. 
He picks at his gloves. Klavier spins one of his rings as the 
seconds tick by. He thinks that Sebastian might up and leave 
when he takes a deep breath. 


“Sorry, ’'m—” Sebastian sighs. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean for 
it to go that far, especially not here.” 


There’s a long pause. 


Klavier doesn’t think he’s going to accept this apology right 
now. 


Sebastian gives him a quick look before looking back down at 
his gloved hands. “It could’ve been worse. It could’ve been as 
bad as the 2/8 argument.” 


Klavier scoffs. He doesn’t want to think about music theory or 
terminology at all, but so many of his memories of Sebastian at 
Themis are rooted in it. The fire in Klavier’s chest cools. Maybe 
he’ ll indulge Sebastian in time signatures. 


“2/8 1s the most pointless time signature to ever exist,” 
Klavier says. He pokes Sebastian’s baton. “Who thought we 
needed such a pointless thing? Common time is fine. 
Einwandfrei, even.” 


Sebastian throws his hands up in the air. “I never said 
common time was bad! I was agreeing that 2/8 was nonsense—I 
was just trying to figure out how to count it!” 
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“And did you ever figure it out?” 
“No!” 

“Exactly. Pointless.” 

“You didn’t help me at all.” 


Klavier spins one of his rings. “And why on earth was I going 
to help you figure out 2/8? I have never needed it in my life. 
Most time signatures I don’t need to know.” 


Sebastian gives him a flat look. “‘My Boyfriend is the 
Prosecution’s Witness’ has an entire section in 7/8 and—” 


“Don t,” Klavier warns. He hates the way his voice drops, the 
way he sounds a little too much like his brother. The way that he 
is almost positive Sebastian took a small step back. 


“Right, right, ’'m sorry,” Sebastian murmurs. He plucks up 
his baton and examines it before conducting a quick count of 
three. ““Hey Ya’ can be counted with a measure of 2/8,” he says. 


“It’s technically 11/4, but it’s easier to count in three measures 
of 4/8, one of 2/8, and two of 4/8. Common time isn’t as 
common as we’re led to believe.” 


“Thank you for this math lesson, Prosecutor Debeste,” 
Klavier deadpans. “You did have a point, ja?” 


This time, Sebastian takes an actual seat. He chooses the seat 
closest to Klavier’s desk at the moment. Black and minimalistic 
and standard and plain. 


“When was the last time you played music?” Sebastian asks. 
Suddenly. Bluntly. Inevitably. 


This was where this conversation was always leading to, 
anyway. Klavier knew it; he just didn’t want it. But when was 
the last time he got what he wanted? 


126 


“T don’t need to answer that,” he says stiffly. 


“No,” Sebastian agrees, “you don’t. But I’m your friend 
despite...everything, and I’m worried about you.” 


Klavier knows Sebastian is talking about himself, about the 
faked grades and the way their friendship splintered and cracked 
as Sebastian breezed through classes while knowing almost none 
of the material and Klavier nearly killed himself for second best. 


But he can’t help but think the ‘everything’ is what he’s done. 
What he hasn’t done. Didn’t do. The seven years that sit on his 
shoulders like heavy, immovable bricks. 


“When was the last time you played?” Klavier shoots back. 
Because he can’t move those bricks. He doesn’t know how. 


Sebastian raises his eyebrows. Klavier glares at him because 
neither of them are being subtle about this. 


“Yesterday,” Sebastian says after the silence has reached a 
crescendo. “I was working on Chopin’s Prelude in D-flat 
Major.” Klavier gives him a blank look. “Opus twenty-eight, 
number fifteen?” 


“You keep saying words.” 
“The Raindrop Prelude?” 
Klavier shrugs. “I have no idea what that is.” 


Sebastian sighs. “Yeah, I guess that’s fair. I could never keep 
up with your rock music references.” 


Klavier pushes a piece of paper around his desk and the 
conversation back toward Sebastian. He searches his mind for 
raindrops but only finds a storm. “Chopin. Is that one of his 
harder ones or no? You measure them in levels, richtig?” 
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Sebastian nods. “One to ten.” 
“And this?” 

“A nine.” 

“Impressive, Kleiner Krabbe.” 


“T didn’t come here for compliments,” Sebastian says, 
crossing his arms and mimicking Kay with a startling level of 
accuracy. “Or to talk about piano.” 


“And yet here you are. Here we are.” Klavier gestures 
between the two of them. “Talking about piano.” 


A look crosses Sebastian’s face. 
“No,” Klavier warns. “Do not, Debeste, I swear—” 


“Maybe I was wrong, maybe I did here to come talk about 
Piano.” Sebastian smirks a little, like this joke wasn’t tired after 
their first week of school. 


“This is harassment and I’m reporting you to the Chief 
Prosecutor.” Klavier starts to stand, mostly for the joke, and 
Sebastian grabs his arm. 


“You asked.” Sebastian won’t meet Klavier’s eyes. Klavier 
looks away. “Or more, you yelled, that it didn’t make sense that 
I could enjoy music so much after everything my father did, 
when he was the one who introduced me to piano. When my 
mother was the one who helped with lessons. And he—” 


When he hears Sebastian take a shaky inhale, he braves a 
glance back. 


Sebastian is still gripping the sleeve of Klavier’s jacket when 
he says, “It took a while—like a Jong while—before I even 
wanted to look at a piano again. And when I did... It was 
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because Kay wanted me to teach her how to play the Jammin’ 
Ninja theme song.” 


Klavier blinks. “Huh?” 


Sebastian takes a breath, and lets go of Klavier. “For.a while, 
I had to change what I was playing. It made it feel...different? I 
guess? New. It wasn’t the same scales and arpeggios I practiced 
all the time for him; I was learning the newest Carly Rae Jepson 
song or whatever.” 


When Klavier starts to smile, Sebastian adds, “A lot of them 
were Kay’s suggestions; it helped me get back into it and then, 
one day, I was able to play music from when I was younger and 
not really think about it.” 


“So...are you suggesting I learn Bach on the guitar?” 


“That’s not what I meant. I meant...maybe you need to try 
something completely different.” He looks at Klavier’s empty 
wall again. “I don’t know what you did with all those guitars, so 
you might have to anyway.” 


Klavier shrugs. He isn’t sure. He told the Chief Prosecutor 
he’d like his office cleaned out over a weekend, and when he 
came in the next Monday, it was reset to a generic office layout. 
No questions asked. 


He sinks back into his chair with a sigh. “What are you 
getting at?” 


Sebastian fiddles with the seams on his gloves. “Have you 
ever thought of picking up a new instrument?” His eyes flick up 
to Klavier, the ghost of a smile on his lips. “I have a piano in my 
office.” 


“You know my thoughts on learning piano.” 
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“But could it hurt?” 


Klavier spins a ring. That’s the thing, isn’t it? It couldn’t hurt. 


Not playing piano has always been more of a loose principle he 
held simply because of the name jokes. But rejecting it now... 
Does that mean anything other than he’s afraid of music? An 
entire half of his life that he let someone else take out and 
possibly put in the trash? 


If this is how he deals with his problems, it’s no wonder he 
feels so empty. 


“T guess it couldn’t,” he says slowly. 


Sebastian breaks out into a grin so bright it’s almost startling. 
“So when do you want to start lessons?” 


Klavier glances at his paperwork. Maybe, for a little bit, he 
doesn’t have to be a prosecutor. “Right now?” 


Sebastian takes Klavier’s hand and pulls him to his feet. “Are 
you ready to learn how to play Hot Cross Buns?” 


He barely holds back a smile. “Lead the way, maestro.” 
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Head Mod 


THANK YOU 


Thank you for checking out Turnabout Prosecution! This zine 
has been about seven months in the making, so it’s taken a long 
while, but we’re finally here. An Ace Attorney prosecutor zine 
exists and you can all stare at it on your screens. 


I’ve already said this several times, but I'll say 1t again— 
thank you so much to all the moderators and contributors who 
worked on this project with me. Several months ago, I never 
would’ ve imagined that the vague idea of an Ace Attorney 
prosecutor zine that I had would actually end up becoming a 
reality. And I also didn’t imagine that every single piece in the 
zine would be this amazing. 


If you supported this zine in any way—including but not 
limited to following the zine social media accounts, leaving 
comments on the interest check, applying as a contributor or 
moderator, going over the moderator application form and 
giving advice, helping compensate for my extreme lack of zine 
modding experience, offering to pinch hit, or getting your piece 
done despite everything else going on in your life—please 
accept this tiny non-transparent background Maya plushie as a 
symbol of my gratitude. Thanks (I swear I’Il stop thanking 
everyone and their mom after this) for making my first zine as 
head mod such a fun experience. 


- Verity, Zine Organizer 
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